"I 


T HE 

li Delicate Songſtery 5 x 
s 8 OR, 3 

. ENTERTAINING COMPANION: 1 

| BEING ANY þ 
| Entire new COLLECTION 1 
OF THE 
Very bet, SONGS ever - wrote, E b 


Calculated for * ee Eye or Ear, 4 
With an 1 N DEX. 5 


Containing the Choice that have been ſung at 1 
the genteel Places of public Diverſion, &C. | 


a 


n 
4 % 


4 4363-428: 2 | 

NS: . 
| —— Words admit of 10 Defence, 3. 2. 00 

Dan is want of Senſe. N 
. Pope 

10 — * ä — 

1, - L © N DO N. 


, Printed for T. Lovanons'i in the Strand... 2 


_ — At. a 


„ * 
— —— 
OO. 200 0 
4 f 
a 
* 


7. K. ay op 
Delicate ange 


AN 3 
Wasn't born to vexation, 
His Paſtime was pleaſure all the day long; 
Till fin came upon him, 
Which ſoon had undone him, | 
And brought all its Train of misfortunes * 


Then ſince by our birth, 
We're entitled to mirth, i 
Let's enjoy each moment of life while we can: 5 
For there is no relying 7 
On time, who ſwift flying, 
Cuts off in an inftant the pleaſures of man. 
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Be merry with prudence, 
And fear no intrudence, 
Of any thing hurtful to nature or joy; 
Shun exceſs of drinking, 
And women, lewd thinking, 
Much wine and lewd women your peace h 
deſtroy. 
A 2 In 


40 


In muſic delighting, 
E And ſing ing inviting, 
In euch innocent pleaſure be frolick and gay: 
- Adhere but to virtue, 
And nothing can hurt you, 
abs befriend you whennature herſelf ſhall decay. 


E virgin pow'rs, defend my heart 
h From am'rous looks and ſmiles, 
© 1xcm ſaucy love, or nicer art, 


„ 


4 Wich moſt our ſex beguiles : 

From ſighs, and vows, and artful fears, 

> That do to pity move; 

From ſpeaking filence, and from tears, 
Thoſe ſprings that waters love. 


But if through paſſion I grow blind, 
Let honour be my guide ; 
Aud when frail nature ſeems inclin'd, 

1 here place a guard of pride. 


; 2 An heart, whoſe flames are ſeen, tho' pure, 
a | Needs ev'ry-virtue's aid; 

| And ſhe, who thinks herſelf ſecure, 

The ſooneſt is betray'd, 


MY 


Y banks they are furniſh'd with Bees, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep ; 
My grottos are ſhaded with trees, 
And my hills are white-over with ſheep : 
I ſeldom have met with a loſs, 
Such health do my mountains beſtow ; 
My fountains all border'd with moſs, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 


I have found out a gift for my fair, 
I have found where the wood pigeons breed; 
But let me that plunder forbear, 
She'll ſay *twas a barbarous deed : 
For he ne'er cou'd be true, ſhe aver'd, 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young: 
I lov'd her the more, when [I heard 
Such tendernefs fall from her tongue, 


” But where does my Phillida tray ? 
And where are her grots and her bow'rs ? 
Are the groves aud the valleys as gay, 
| And the thepherds as gentle, as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 

And the face of the vallies as fine ; 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 

But their love is not equal to mine. 
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HAT ſhepherd or nymph of the grove, 
Can blame me for dropping a tear, 
Or lamenting aloud as I rove, 
Since Phæbe no longer is here? 
My flocks if at random they ſtray, 


What wonder if the's from the plains, 
Her hand they were wont to obey, 
She rul'd both the ſheep and the ſwains. 


Can I eyer forget how we ſtray'd 
To the foot of yon neighbouring hill ; 
To the bower we had built in the ſhade, 
Or the river that runs by the mill ; 
There ſweet by my fide as ſhe lay, 
And heard the fond ſtories 1 told, 
How ſweet was the thruſh from the ſpray, 
Or the bleating of lambs from the fold. 


How oft would I ſpy out a charm, 
V hich before had been hid from my view; 
And while arm enfolded in arm, 
My lips to her lips how they grew! 
How long the ſweet conteſt would Jaſt, 
Till the hours of retirement and reſt, 
What pleaſure and pains each had paſt, 
Who longeſt had lov d, and who beſt: 


EP 3 


No changes of place or of time, 
I felt when my fair one was near; 
Alike was each weather and clime, 
Each ſeaſon that chequer'd the year: 
In winter's rude lap did we freeze ? 
Did we melt on the boſom of May ? 
Each morn brought contentment and eaſe, 
If we roſe up to work or to play. 


She was all my fond wiſhes could af; 

She had all the kind Gods could impart, 
She was nature's moſt beautiful taſk, 

The deſpair and the envy of art; 
There all that is worthy to prize, 

In all that was lovely was drefs'd, 
For the graces were thron'd in her eyes, 

And the virtues all lodg'd in her breaſt. 


OO plain dear youth thoſe tell-tale eyes, 
My heart your own declare; 
But, for heav'ns ſake, let it ſuffice, 


You reign truimphant there. 


Forbear your utmoſt pow'r to try, 
Nor farther urge your ſway 3 

Preſs not for what I muſt deny, 
For fear I ſhould obey. 


But 


1 


But could your arts ſucceſsful prove, 
Would you a maid undo, 

Whoſe greateſt failing is his love, 
And that, her love for you? 


Say, would you uſe that very pow'r 
Youfrom her fondneſs claim, 
To ruin, in one fatal hour, 
Allie of ſpotleſs fame. 


Reſolve not then to do an ill, 
Perhaps becauſe you may; 


| But rather try your utmoſt kill 


To ſave me than betray. 


Be you yourſelf my virtue's guard, 
Defend, and not purſue ; 
Since *tis a taſk for me too hard, 


To ftrive with love and you. 


— 


9 my heart, ye virgin pow'rs, 
From am'rous looks and ſmiles; 
And ſhield me, in my gayer hours, 
From love's deſtructive wiles : 
In vain let fighs and melting tears 
Employ their moving arts, 
Nor may deluſive oaths and pray'rs 
E'er triumph o'er my heart. 
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y calm content and virtuous joys 

May envy ne'er moleſt, 

Nor let ambitious thoughts ariſe 
Within my peaceful breaſt : 

Yet may there ſuch a decent ſtate, 
Such unaffected pride, 

As love and awe at once create, 

My words and actions guide. 


Let others, fond of empty praiſe, 
Each wanton,art diſplay, 
While fops and fools in raptures gaze, 
And ſigh their ſouls away: 
ar other dictates I purſue, 
My bliſs in virtue plac'd, 
And ſeek to pleaſe the wiſer few, 
Who real worth can taſte. 


— — 


— — — — — 


_— A, wilt thou waſte thy prime, 
Stranger to the joys of love? 

hou haſt youth, and that's the time 
Ev'ry minute to improve : | 

Round thee wilt thou never hear 
Little wanton girls and boys, 
weetly ſounding in thy ear, 

Sweetly ſounding in thy ear, 
Infant's prate and mother's joy ? 
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Only view that little dove, The 

Softly cooing to his mate; 
As a faither proof of love, 

See her for his kiſſes wait? 
Hark ! that charming nightingale, 

As he flies from ſpray to ſpray, 
Sweetly tunes an am'rous tale, 
Sweetly tunes, &c. 

I love, I love, he ſtrives to ſay. 


Could I to thy ſoul reveal 

But the leaſt, the thouſandth part, 
Of thoſe pleaſures lovers feel, 

In a mutual change of heart : 
Then, repenting, would'ſt thou ſay, 

Virgin fears from hence remove, 
All the time is thrown away, 


That we do not ſpend in love, 
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HE drum is unbrac'd, and the Trumpet no 
more | 

Shall rouſe the fierce ſoldier to fight; 

Our meads ſhall no longer be floated with gore, 
Nor terror diſturb the calm night. 

Once more o'er the fields golden harveſts ſhall 

| ſhine, * 
The olive her flow'rets increaſe ; | 


ö 
l 
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1 Again purple cluſters ſhall bluſh on the vine; 


Theſe, theſe, are the bleſſings of peace. 
| The 
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The ſhepherd ſecurely now reams thro? the 
glade, 


Or merrily pipes in the vale; 
he youth in ſoft numbers attempts his coy maid; 


The virgins dance blithe in the dale. 
he flow'rs, with gay colours, embroider rhe 


ground, 
Unprefs'd by an enemy's feet ; 
he bleatings of ſheep from the hillocks reſound, 


And the birds their trim ſonnets repeat, 


— 


A S ſoon hope for peace twixt the Hawk and 
the Dove, 
As to find it with woman and man; 
Or prompted by hate, or incited by love, 
They both will deceive when they can. 
The thepherd, forgetful of oaths and of vows, 
Will run to a face that's more new ; 
Ind often the woman, or maiden, or ſpouſe, 
The very ſame method purſue. 


he youth to obtain the dear nymph he admires, 
By falſhood expreſſes his flame; 
To gain the lov'd boy, who her boſom inſpires, 
Does not Chloe exactly the ſame? 


How 


1 
How juſt's the diviſion ; man's born to perſuade; 
We liſten, and think him fincere : 
But then, has not nature been kind to the maid? 
She gave her the ſmiles and the tear. 


Intrepid as heroes, men ſna'ch at their joy, 
And force us by ſtorm to comply; 

We, helpleſs poor creatures, by faſhion made coy» 
Conſent when we freely deny. 

Like armies drawn out into martial array, 
The ſexes call forth all their pow'rs; 

And if for the men goes the battle to-day, 
To-morrow the triumph is ours, 


——_— 


—_ *» — 


HENE ER, my Chloe [ begin 
Thy breaſt like mine to move, 

Lou tell me of the crying ſin, 

Of unchaſte, lawleſs love. 


How can that pleafure be a crime 
That gave to Chloe birth? 
How can thoſe joys but be divine 
That make a heav'n on earth? 
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To wed mankind the prieſt trapann'd, 
y ſome ly fallacy ; 
And diſc bey'd God's great command, 


Increaſe and multiply. 
T3” You 


(WF 
You fay that love's a crime, content, 
Yet this allow you muſt, 
More joy's in heav'n when one repent 
Than over ninety juſt. 


Sin, then, dear girl, for heav'ns fake, 
Repent and be forgiven ; 
Bleſs me, and by repentance make 


A holiday in heav'n. 


HAT beauteous ſcenes enchant my ſig't! 
How cloſely vonder vine 

Does round that elm's ſupporting height 

Her wanton ringlets tu ine! 
That elm, no more a barren hade, 

Is with her cluſters crown'd ; 
And that fair vine, without its aid, 

Had crept along the ground, 


Let this, my fair one, move thy heart, 
onnubial joys to prove: 

But mark what age and care impait ; 
Not thoughtleſs ruth on love. 

Know thy own bliſs, and joy fo hear 
Vertumnus loves thy charms, 

The youthful God th :t ra'es the vear 
And keeps the proves ftom harms, 


B While 
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While ſome with ſhort-liv'd paſſion glow, 
His love remains the ſame ; 

On him alone thy heart beſtow, 
And crown his conſtant flame: 

So ſhall no froſt's untimely pow'r 
Deform the blooming ſpring: 

So ſhall thy trees, from blaſts ſecure, 

Their wonted tribute bring. 


EAR Colin, prevent my warm bluſhes, 
Since how can I ſpeak without pain ? 

My eyes have oft told you may wiſhes ; 

Oh ! can't you their meaning explain ? 
My paſſion would loſe by expreſſion, 

And you too might cruelly blame; 
Then don't you expect a confeſſion 

Of what is too tender to name. 


Since yours is the province of ſpeaking, 
Why ſhould you expect it from me? 
Our wiſhes ſhould be in our keeping, 
Till you tell us what they ſhould be. 
| Then quickly why don't you diſcover ? 
3 Did your heart feel ſuch tortures as mine, 
| Eyes need not tell over and over 
What I in my boſom confine, 


DEAR 


EAR madam, when ladies are willing, 
A man muſt needs look like a fool ; 
For me, I would not give a ſhilling 
For one that can love out of rule: 
At leaft, you ſhould wait for our offers, 
Nor ſnatch like old maids in deſpair ; 
If you've liv'd till theſe years without proffers, 
Your fighs are now loft in the air. 


You ſhould leave us to gueſs at your bluſhing, 
And not ſpeak the matter too plain 
Tis ours to be forward and puſhing, 
And yours to affect a diſdain. 
That you're in a terrible taking, 
By all your fond ogling I ſee ; 
But the fruit that will fall without ſhaLing, 


Indeed is too mellow for me. 
7 


EAR ſome cool fiream, O ! let me keep 
My liberty, and feed my ſheep ; 

A ſhady walk well lin'd with trees, 

A garden with a range of bees; 

An orchard which good apples bears, 

Where ſpring a long green mantle wears, 
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Where winters never are ſevere ; 
Good barly land to make me beer ; 
With entertainment for a friend, 

To ſpend in peace my latter end, 

In honeſt eaſe and home-ſpun grey, 
and let the evening crown the day. 


1 — 


jaar parent bird, whoſe little neft 

Is by its tender young polleſs'd, 

With ſpreading wings, and downy breaſt, 
Does cheriſh them with love; 

Put ſcon as nature plumes their wings, 


Aud guides the'r flight to groves and ſprings, 


Quite unccncern'd the parent ſings, 
Regardleſs where they rove. 


 U'hile hapleſs we of huma race 


he laſting cares of lite emb ace, 
And ſtill our beſt affection place, 

Un what precures us pain: 
Tho' children, as their years increaſe, 
Increaſe our fears, and ſpoil our peace, 
Pate nal love will never ceaſe, 

Eut ever will remain. 


CURE a laſs in her bloom, at the age of ninetcen 


Was ner ſo diſtreſs'd as of late I kave been: 
But 
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But I know not I vow any harm I have done; 
But my mother oft tells me ſhe'd have me a nun, 


Don't you think it a pity a girl ſuch as J, 

Should be ſentenc'd to pray, and to faſt, and to 
cry? 

With ways ſo devout I'm not like to be won, 

And my heart it loves frolic too well for a nus. 


To hear the men flatter, and promiſe, and ſwear, 
Js a thouſand times better to me | declare; 

I can keep myſelf chaſt:, nor by wiles be undone, 
Nay, beſides I'm too handſome I think for a nun. 


Not to love, or be lov'd; oh I never can bear, 
Nor yield to be ſent to one cannot tell where; _ 
To live or to die, in this caſe were all one; 

Nay I ſconer would die, than be reckon'd a nun, 


Perhaps but to teaze me, ſhe threatens me ſo 
I'm ſure was ſhe me, ſhe would ſtoutly ſay, no; 
But if ſhe's in earneſt, I from her will run, 

And be married in ſpite that I may'nt be a nun, 


S pleaſing as ſhades to a way-faring ſwain, 
When the ardour of Phabus has cleav'd 
the ſcorch'd plain; 


B 3 As 
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As groves to the linnet, or thyme to the bee; 
So welcome my fair one, ſo welcome to me. 


Whom love has united, no tyrants can part, 

Nor can time e'er efface what's engrav'd in the 
heart 

Rememb'rance ſurvives where all rapture is paſt, 

And friendſhip's a flame that burns bright to the 
laſt, 


— —  — ___—————_—_—_———— 


[ ORGIVE ye fair, nor take it wrong, 
If ought too much I do: 

Permit me while I give my ſong, 

To give a leflon too. 


Let modeſty, that heav'n-born maid, 
Your words and actions grace: 

"Tis this, and only this, can add 
New luſtre to your face. 


Tis this which paints the virgin cheeks, 
Beyond the pow'r of art, 
And ev'ry real bluth beſpe» ks 
The goodneſs of the heart. 
The index of the virtuous mind, 
Your lovers will adore ; 
Fi 
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Tis this will leave a charm behind, 
When bloom can pleaſe no more. 


Inſpir'd by this, to idle men 
With nice reſerve behave ; 
And learn by diflance to maintain. 
The pow'r your beauty gave: 
For this, when beauty muſt decay, 
Your empire will protect: 
The wanton pleaſes for a day, 
But ne'er creates reſpect.. 


erh this their filly jeſts reprove, 
When coxcombs dare intrude ; 

Nor think the man is worth your love, 
Who ventures to be rude. 

Your charms when cheap will ever pall, 
They ſully with a touch; 

And tho' you mean to grant not all, 
You often grant too much. 


But patient let each virtuous fair 
Expect the gen'rous youth, 
Whom heaven has doom'd her heart to ſhare, 
And bleſs'd with love and truth; 
For him alone preſerve her hand, 
And wait the happy day, 
When he with juſtice can command, 
And ſhe with joy obey, 


COME 


1 
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OME gentle god of ſoft repoſe 
And lull my ſoul to reſt; 

In thy embraces let me loſe 

The pangs that rack my breaſt : 
Ariſe, ye dear deceits, ariſe, 

And dreſt in Damons form, 
My long expecting wiſhing eyes, 

With his reſemblance charm. 


Thoſe melting ſounds ſtill let me hear, 
Which did his flame impart ; 

Which bleft with love my Ii{Pning ear, 
And pierc'd my yielding heart. 

Why rove my thoughts on pleafing cares, 
Which only dreams beſtow ; 

For, oh !-when e'er the morn appears, 
I wake to endleſs woe. 


The envious light, from. my ſad eyes, 
Drives ev ry joy away 

Witk night the lovely phantom flies, 
And leaves me loſt in day. 

Since waking thus I am diſtre(s'd, 
And pleafufe's fled with him; 

If ſleeping I can fill be bleſt, 
Let life be all a dream. 


WHAT 


| 


HAT beauties does my nymph dif- 


cloſe? 
Leſs fair the filver lilly blows ; 
Such blaſhes glow nat on the roſe, 
As on the checks of Phylis. 
The other day, upon the green, 
I ſaw a nymph of heay'oly mien: 
I ran to greet the Cyprian queen, 
But found it was my Phillis, 


By moſſy grot with ivy bound, 


Where fragrant woodbines curl around, 


And daiſes dapple o'er the ground, 
] fit and murmur Phillis. 
And when the lark with dewy wings, 
To hail the morn exulting ſprings, 
I riſe, and tune the trembling ſtrings 
Fo praiſe my deareſt Phillis. 


When firſt I ſaw the lovely maid, 

I gaz'd, inraptur'd and diſmay d; 

My fa't ring tongue was quite afraid 
To tell my pangs to Phillis, 

Then Cupid aim'd his ſharpeſt dart, - 

At once ſelt the pleaſing ſmart, 

That very hour I loft my heart; 


And now it dwells with Phi'lis. 


"THE 
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IHE Man who ſeeks to win the fair, = 

(So cuſtom ſays) muſt truth forbear : Hi 

Muſt fawn and fatter, cringe and lye, | Fe 
And raiſe the goddeſs to the Ay. 

| | C 

For truth is hateful to her ear, Fi 

A rudeneſs which ſhe cannot bear; Br 

A Rudeneſs, yes, I ſpeak my thoughts, 11 


For truth upbraids her with her faults. 


How wretched, Chloe then am I, 
Who love you and yet cannot lye; 
And ſtill to make you le s my friend, 
I ſtrive your errors to amend. 
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OUNGT am, and yet unſkill'd, 
How to make a lover yield ; 
How to keep and how to gain; 
| When to love, and when to feign. 


Take me, take me, ſome of you, 

| While I yet am young and true : 

* E'er I can my ſoul diſguiſe, 

| —  PFeave my breaſts, and roll mine eyes. 
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Stay 
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Stay not till I learn the way, 3 
How to lye and to betray: 
He that has me firſt is beſt, 
For 1 may deceive the reſt. 


Could I find a blooming youth, 
Full of love and full of truth, 
Briſk, and of a janty mein, 

1 ſhould long to be fifteen. 


BEFORE the urchin well could, go, 
She ſtole the whiteneſs of the ſnow ! 

And more, that whiteneſs to adorn, 

She ſtole the bluſhes of the morn : 

tole all the ſweets that ether ſheds - 0 

On primroſe buds or vi let beds. © © 


Still, to reveal her artful wiles, 

She ſtole the graces ſilken ſmiles; A! Du 
She ſtole Aurora's balmy breath, Wot 
And pilfer'd orient pearl for teeth: ITE 
The cherry dipt in morning dew 

Gave moiſture to her lips and hue. 
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Theſe were her infant ſpoils, a ſtore 
To which in time ſhe added more; 

At twelve ſhe ſtole from Cyprus“ queen 
Her air and love-commending mein : 


Stole 


( 24 ) 
Stole Juno's dignity, and ſtole 
From Pallas ſenſe to churm the ſoul. 
Apollo's wit was next her prey, 
Her next the beam that lights the day ; 
She ſung, amaz'd the Syrens heard 
And to aſſert their voice appear'd : 


She play'd, the muſes from the hill 
Wonder'd who thus had ſtole their {kill 


Great Jove approv'd her crimes and art, 
And t'other day the ſtole my heart. 

If lovers, Cupid, are thy care, 

Exert thy vengeance on this fair; 

To trial bring her ſtol'n charms, 

And let her priſou be my arms. 


H ! how could I venture to love one like thee, 
Or thou not deſpiſe a poor conqueſt like me? 
On lords thy admirers could'it look with diſdain, 
And tho' I was nothing, yet pity my pain! 


You ſaid, while they teaz'd you with nonſenſe and 
dreſs, | 

When real the paſſion, the vanity's leſs ; 

You ſaw thro' that filence which others deſpiſe, 

And, while beaux were talking, read love in my 
eyes. ; 

Oh! when ſhall I fold you and kiſs all your charms, 

»Till, fainting with pleafure, I die in your arms; 

Thro' 


Ss 


Till, ſinking together, together we're loſt ? 


The graces in waiting adorn you unſeen. 


( 2s ) 
Thro' all the wild raptures, of extaſy toſt, 


Oh ! where is the maid that like thee ne'er can cloy, 
Whoſe wit can enliven the dull pauſe of joy ; 
And when the ſhort tranſports are all at an end, 
From beautiful miſtreſs, turn ſenſible friend? 


. 


In vain could I praiſe you, or ſtrive to reveal, 
Too nice for expreſſion, what only we feel; 
In all that you do, in each look and each meig, 


When I fee you, 1 love you, but hearing adore 3 
I wonder, and think you a woman no more; 
Till mad with admiring, I cannot contain, 


And kifſing thoſe lips, you grow womam again. 


With thee in my boſom, how can I deſpair ? 
Ill gaze on thy beauty, and look away care; 
I'tl aſk thy advice when with trouble oppreſt, 
Which never diſpleaſes, but always is beſt. 


In all that I write, Þ'll thy judgment require 
Thy taſte ſhall correct what thy love did' inſpir 
III Kiſs thee, and preſs thee, till youth is all o'er," 


And then live on friendſhip, when paſſion's no 


more. 


c WITHOUT 


| 


| 


# 


| 
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ITHOUT affeQation, gay, youthful and 
pretty ; 

Without pride and meanneſs, familiar and witty ; 

Without forms obliging, good-natur'd and free ; 

Without art as lovely, as Joy ely can be. 


She acts what ſhe thinks, and ſhe thinks what ſhe 
ſays, 

Regardleſs alike both of cenſure and praiſe ; 

Her thoughts and her words, and her actions are 


ſuch, 
That none can admire 'em, or praiſe her too much. 


ow hapleſs is the virgin's fate, 
Whom all mankind's purſuing ; 
For while ſhe flies this treach'rous bait, 


From that, ſhe meets her ruin. 


So the poor hare when out of breath, 
From hound to man 15 preſt, 
# Then ſhe encounters certain death, 


And *ſcapes the gentler beaſt. 


* a 


Made love to Kate, long 1 ſigh'd for the, 
Till I heard of late, ſhe'd a mind to me; 

I met her on the green in her beſt array, 

$0 pretty ſhe did ſeem, ſhe ſtole my heart away 8 


( 


O then we kiſs'd and pref · d, were we much to 
blame, 

Had you been in my place, you'd have done the 
ſame. | 


As I ſonder grew fhe began to prate, 

Quoth ſhe, Vil marry you. if you will marry Kate; 

But then I laugh'd and ſwore, 1 lov'd her: more 
than ſo, 

For tied each to a rope's end, 'tis tug ing to and 
fro: 

Again we Kils'd and pie“ 
lame? 

Had you been in my place, you'd have done the 
ſame. 


d, were We much 10 


Then ſhe ſigld and ſaid, ſne was wond'rous ſick, 

icky Katy led, Katy ſhe led Vick: 

Long we toy'd and play'd, under yonder oak, 

Kitty loft the game, though ſhe play'd in joke: 

For there we did, alas! what I dare not name; 

1d you been in my place, you'd have dine the 
ſame. 


— ͤ—— — 


OO mother, if you pleaſe, vou may, 
Place others to obſerve my way 3 

Or be yourſelf the watchful ſpy, 

And keep me ever in your eye, = 


G2 Un'ecſs 
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. Unleſs the will itſelſ reſtrain, 
The care ofothers is in vain ; 
And if myſelf I do not keep, 
Inſtead of watching you may ſleep. 


When vou forbid what love inſpires, 
F .r21/ding, you but fan its fires ; 
R Arafut does appetite enrzoe, 

And youth may prove too ſtrong for age. 
Then leave me unconfin'd and irec, 
With pruccnce for my lock and key; 
For if mytelf Ido not keep, 

Infead of watching all may ſteep. 


F all that I love je her face, 
From lookiag | ſure can refrain ; 
In auother 1 likeneſs may tiace, 
Or abſence may cure all my pain. 


This ſaid, from her charms I retit'd, 
Not knew 1 till then how 1 lov'd ; 
What preient my paſſion admir d, 
In abi:nce ny r.afon approv'd. 


Then why ſhow I hope for relief, 
Where all that 1 ſee is diſdain ? 
No pity ia her for my grief, 

No merit in me to complain. 


Nor 


( 29 ) 
Nor yet do I fortune upbraid, 

Tho' robb'd of my ſree lom and eaſe ; 
Still proud of the choice 1 have made, 
Tho' hopeleſs it ever can pleaſe. 


— i444 _—_——w—_—_—_— 


Kareſt Kitty, kind and fair, 
Tell me when, and tell me where; 


Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain, 
When we thus ſhall meet again? 
Where ſhall Strephon fondly ſee, 
Beauties only found in thee ? 

Kiſs thee, preſs thee, toy and play, 


All the happy live-long day. 
Deareſt Kitty, kind and fair, 


Tell me when, and tell me where ? 


All the happy day, tis true, 

Bleſt but only then with you ; 
Nightly Strephon ſighs alone, 
Sighs *till Hy men makes us one. 
Tell me then, and eaſe my pain, 
Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain, 
When the prieſt ſhall kindly join, 
Kitty's trembling hand to mine; 
Deareſt Kitty, kind and fair, 

Tell me when ? I care not where. 


C 3 


TELL 


I 
\ 
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| 
$ 
f 
| 
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ELL me, laſſes, have ye ſeen, 
Lately wand'ring o'er the green, 


Beauty's ſun, a little boy, 

Full of frolick, mirth and joy ? 
If you know his ſhelter, ſay ? 
He's from Venns gone aliray. 


Tell me, lafſes, have ye ſeen 
Such a one trip o'er the green ? 


By his marks the God you'll know; 
O'er his ſhoulder hangs a bow, 
And a quiver fraught with darts, 
Poiſon ſure to human hearts ; 


Tho he's naked, little, blind, 
He can triumpl o'er the mind. 


Subtle as the light'nings wound 
Is his piercing arrow found ; 
While the boſom'd heart it pains, 
No external mark remains; 
Reaſon's ſhaft itſelf is broke 


By the unſuſpected ſtroke. 


Oft the Urchin's ſeen to lie 


Baſking in the ſunny eye; 
Or his deſtin'd prey he ſeeks 
On the maiden's roſy cheeks ; 
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Snowy breaſts or curling hair . 
Oft conceal the pleaſing ſnare. 


She that the receſs reveals 

Where the God himſelf conceals, 
Shall a kiſs receive this night 
From her heart's ſupreme delight; 
To Venus let her bring the boy, 
She ſhall taſte love's iweeteſt joy. 


Tell me, laſſes, have ye ſeen 
Such a one trip o'er the green 2 


HE ſhepherd's plain life, 
Without guilt, without ſtrife, 
Can only true bleſſings impart, 

As nature directs, _ 
That bliſs he expects 
From health, and from quiet of heart. 


Vain grandeur and power, 
Thoſe toys of an hour, 

Tho' mortals are toiling to find ; 
Can titles or ſhow 
Contentment beſtow ? 

All happineſs dwells in the mind, 


Behold the gay roſe ! 
How lovely it grows, 


Secure 
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Secure in the depth of the vale. 
Yon oak, that on high 

| Aſpires to the tky, 

U Both lightning and tempeſt afſail, 


Then let us the ſnare 
Of ambition beware, 
That ſource of vexation and ſmart : 
And ſport on the glade, 
Or repoſe in the ſhade, 
With health and with quiet of heart. 


A Slave to the fair from my childhood I've 
been, 

Before the ſoft down had appeaz'd on my chin, 

And 'tis from experience all matters are known, 
I've found em all kind from Clarinda to Joan: = 
III trive to convince you by dint of my pen, 
That women love kiſſing as well as the men. 


% tk. 6 Y ey nl YÞÞ wh 7 CO TY 


Young Chloe was wanton, but ſcruples ſhe had, 

I woo'd her ſo cloſely, ſhe yielded, egad ! 

And now you'll be conſtant? itz whiſper'd and 
cry'd : 

I knew what 1 thought, ſo I ſmiling reply'd, 

My dear, can you doubt it? and kiſs'd her again; 

For women love kifling as well as the men, 


_ J 


Chaſto 
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haſte Celia devoutly read lectures to me, 

She wondred what pleaſure in kiſſing could be; 

I preſs'd her to try it, and chen ſpeak her mind: 
She made the ſweet proof, and grew inſtantly kind, 
Then anſwer'd mo ſoftly, I' try it again: 

All women love kifling as well as the men. 


That women are cruel, is all a miſtake, 

For ev'rv fair female at heart is a rake : 

Tis conduct, ye lovers, the damſel ſecures ; 
Stick cloſe to her lips, ſhe's infallibly yours; 
Aud ſearch thro? the ſex, I'll lay twenty to ten, 
> All women love kifling as well as the men. 


— 


EAR Chloe attend, 

5 To th' advice of a friend, 
And for once be admon{{h'd by me: 
Before you engage 

To wed with old age 

Think how ſummer and winter agree. 


So ancient a fruit, 
For want of a root, 
Is doom'd to a ſpeedy decay : 
Youth might ripen your charms, 
w But old age in young arms 


Is like froſty weather in May. 


Believe 


( 34 ) 
Believe me, dear maid, 
When the beſt cards are play'd, 
You ſeldom can meet with a trump 3 
And to help the jeſt on, 
When the ſucker is gone, 
What a pl:gue would you do with a pump * 


\C | 


Let men of threefcore 
| Think of marriage no more, 
They need not be fond of that ncoſe: 


The cripple that begs, 0 
Without anv legs, a 
Can have no occaſion for ſhoes. k 


A clock out of repair 
Doth but badly declare 

The hour of the day or the might ; 
For unleſs my dear love, 


The pendulum move, 
T wou'd be ſtrange if the clock ſhould go right, 


_ 


N a fmall pleafant village, by nature com- 
pleat, 
Of a few honeſt ſhepherds the quict retieat, 
There liv'd a young laſs of fo lovely a mien, 
As ſeldom at cout or at balls can be ſcen: | 
The ſweet damaſk roſe was full blown on her 
ch ek, 
The =o difplay'd all its white on her neck ; 


The 


CI 


e lads of the village all ſtrove to afſail, 
4 call'd her in raptures ſweet Nan of the vale. 


rſt young Hodge-ſpoke his paſſion, till quite out 
of breath, 
ving, wounds he could hug her and kifs her to 
death; 
d Dick with her beauty was ſo much poſſeſt, 
at he loathed his food and abandon'd his reſt: 
t ihe could find nothing in them to endear, 
ſent them away with a flea in their ear ; 
d ſaid no ſuch boobies could tell a love tale, 
bring to compliance ſweet Nan of the vale, 


Il young Roger, the ſmarteſt of all the gay 
green, 


ho late on a frolick to London had been, 
me home much improv'd in his air and addrefs, 


d boldly attack'd her not fearing ſucceſs ; 
> ſaid heav'n form'd ſuch ripe lips to be kiſs'd, 


d preſs'd her ſo clofely ſhe could not reſiſt, 

d ſhew'd the dull clowns the right way to 
aſſail, | 

d brought to his wiſhes ſweet Nan of the vale. 


we 


Appy's the love which meets return, 
When in ſoft flames ſouls equal burn : 


t words are wanting to diſcover 
e torments of a hopeleſs lover. 


cr 


ne 


Ye 


— 


— 
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„ 
Ye regiſters of heav'n, relate, 
If looking o'er the rolls of fate, 
Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow 
Mary Scot, the flower of Yarrow ? 


Ah no her form's to) heavenly fair, 
Her love the gods above muſt ſhare ; 
While mortals with deſpair explore her, 
And at a diſtance due adore her. 

O lovely maid ! my doubts beguile, 
Revive and bleſs me with a ſmile : 
Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar a 
Sighing ſwain the banks of Yarrow. 


Be huſh, ye fears, I'll not deſpair, 


My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; 
Then I'll go tell her all mine anguiſh, 


She is too good to let me languith : 
With ſucceſs crown'd I'll not envy 
The folks who dwell above the ſky ; 
When Mary Scot's become my marrow, 
We'll make a paradiſe on Yarrow. 


ad. * 
— — 
, 


face, 


And honeſty gives &en to aukwardneſs grace. 


EAR the fide of a pond, at the foot of a hil 
A free hearted fellow attends on his mill: 
Freſh health blooms her ſtrong, roſy hue o'er h. 


Be 


1 
Beflower'd with his meal does he labour and ſing, 
And regaling at night he's as bleſt as a king; 
After heartily eating, he takes a full ſwill 
Of liquor home-brew d, to ſucceſs of his mill, 


He makes no nice ſcruple of toll for his trade, 

For that's an exciſe to his induſtry paid: 

His conſcience is free, and his income is clear, 

And he values not them of ten thouſand a year : 

He's a freehold, ſufficient to give him a vote, 

At elections he ſcorns to accept of a groat : 

He hates your prond placemen, and do what they 
will, 

They ne er can ſeduce the ſtaunch man of the mill. 


On Sunday he talks with the barber and prieſt, 

And hopes that cur ſtateſmen do all for the belt; 

That the Spaniards ſhall nc'er interrupt our free 
trade, 

Nor good Britiſh coin be in ſubſidies paid : 

He fears the French navy and commerce increaſe, 


And he wiſhes poor Germany ftill may have- 


peace ; 


Tho' old England he knows may have ſtrength and 


have ſkills 


To protect all her manors, and ſave his own mill, 


With this honeſt hope he goes home to his work; 
And if water is ſcanty he takes up his fork, 


D And 
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And over the meadows he ſcatters his hay, 

Or, with the ſtiff plough turns up furrows of clay : 

His harveſt is crown'd with a good Engliſh glee, 

That his country may ever be happy and free : 

With 1 4 and his heart fo king George does 
& Mit, 

And may all loyal ſouls act the man of the mill. 


— 


AIN is ev'ry fond endeavour 
To reſiſt the fatal dart, 

For examples move us never; 
We mut feel to know the ſmart. 


When the ſhepherd ſwears he's dying, 
And our beauties ſets to view ; 
Vanity, her aid ſupplying, 

Bids us think it all our due. 


Softer than the vernal breezes 

Is the mild deceitful ſtrain ; 
Frowning truth our ſex diſpleaſes, 
Flatt'ry never ſues in vain. 


But too ſoon the happy lover, 
Does our tend'reſt hopes deceive ; 
Man was form'd to be a rover, 
Foolith woman to believe. 
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Courting I went to my love, 
Who is ſweeter than roſes in May; 
And when I came to her, by Jove, 
The devil a word could [ ſay. 
I walk'd with her inte the garden, 
There fully intending to woo lier; 
But may I n&er be worth a farthing, 
If of love I faid any thing to her. 


] claſp'd her hand cloſe to my breaſt, 
While my heart was as light as a feather; 
Yet nothing ! ſaid, 1 proteſt, 
but Madam, tis very fine weather. 
To an arbor I did her attend, 
She aſk'd me to come and fit by her; 
I crept to the furthermoſt end, 
For 1 was afraid to come nigh her. 


I aſd her which way was the wind, 
For I thought in ſome talk we muſt enter; 
Why, Sir! the anſwered, and grinn'd, 
Have you juſt ſent your u its for a venture? 
Then into the parlour we went, 
There 1 vow'd 1 my paſſion wou'd try; 
- But there 1 was ftill as a mouſe : 
O h! whata dull booby was 1 ! 
: D 2 10 
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O make the wife kind, and to keep the houſe 
ſill, 

You muſt be of her mind, let her ſay what ſhe 

will; 6 | 
I: all that ſhe does you muſt give her her way, 
Fer tell her ſhe's wrong, and you'll lead her 

aſtray, 

Then huſbands take care, 

Ot ſuſpicion beware; 

Your wives may be true 

f you fancy they are: 
With conhdence truſt them, and be not ſuch elves, 
As 10 make by your jealouſy horns for yourſelves. 


Abroad all the day if ſhe chuſes to roam, 

Seem pleas'd with her abſence, ſhe'll figh to come 
heme : 

The man ſhe likes beſt, and longs moſt to be at, 

Te ſure to commend, and ſhe'll hate him for that. 


What virtue ſe has you may ſafely oppoſe ; 
Whatever her follies are, praiſe her for thoſe : 
Approve all her ſchemes that ſhe lays for a man; 
For. name but a vice, and ſhe'll err if ſhe can. 


| Then 


— 


JV 
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Then huſbands take care, 
Of ſuſpicion beware; 
Your wives may be true, 
If you fancy they are: 
With confidence truſt them, and be not ſuch elves, 
As to make by your jealouſy horns for yourſelves» 


* 


O make a man kind, and keep true to the 
bed, 
Whom your choice or your deſtiny brings you to 
wed, | | 
Take a bint from a friend, whom experience has 
taught, 


» And experience you know never fails when 'tis 


bought. 


The art which you praQtis'd at firſt to enſnare, 
(For in love little arts, as in battle, are fair ;) 
Whether neatneſs or prudence, or wit were the 
bait, 
Let the hook ſtill be cover'd, and ſtill play the 


cheat. 


Should he fancy another, upbraid not his flame; 
To reproach him is never the way to reclaim : 


W Tis more to recover thag conquer the heart, 


For this is all nature, and that is all art. 


D 3 Good 
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Good ſenſe is to them what a face is to you Eo 
Flaiter that, and, like us, they'll but think it 
their due: 


Doubt the ſtrength of your judgment compar'd to 
his own, 


And he'll give you perfections at preſent un- 
known. 


Tho' you learn that your rival his bounty par- 
takes, 


And your meriting favour ungrateful forſakes; 
Still, ſtill debonier, Kind, engaging and free, 
Be deaf, tho* you hear, and be blind tho you ſee. 


F love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment ? 
If bitter, oh! tell me whence comes my con- 
tent ? 
Since I ſuffer with pleaſure why ſhould I com- 
__ plain, | 
Or grieve at my fate, when I know 'tis in vain ? 
Yet ſo pleaſing the pin is, fo ſoft is the dart, 
'That at once both wounds me and tickles my 
ghaeart. 


I graſp ber hand gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſicnate filence I make my love known; 
A * 


Bu? 


w 
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But oh! how I'm bleſs'd, when fo kind he does 
prove, 

By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love! 

When, in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her 

flame, 
And- our eyes tell each other what neither dare 
name 


How pleaſing is beauty, how ſweet are the charms, 

How delightful embraces, how pea eful her arms! 

Sure theres nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 

'Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above 

And to beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes muſt 
yield, 


For 'tis beauty that conquers, and keeps the fair 


field. 


9 


—— 


O ſhepherd was like Strephon gay, 
No ſwain to me ſo dear; s 
Twas rapture all the live-long day, 92 


His ſong, his Pipe to hear. 
Yet when he figh'd and talk'd of love, 


His paſſion I'd orbid; | 
For what I felt to hide I ſtrove 
Upon my word I did. 


Then ſpring, when nature wakes to youth, 
And all looks life and joy; 

The ſummer's ſun ſaw Strephon's truth, 

Saw Chloe ſtill was coy, 
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At length he vow'd, thou cruel fair, 
„ Diſdain my heart has freed ;” 

He ſpoke and left me in deſpair —— 
Upon my word he did. 


How ſad, how penitent was I! 
My pride had caus'd my pain; 
From morn to eve I us'd to ſigh, 
* Oh Strephon come again! 
It chanc'd he ſought a tender lamb, 
That in the grove lay bid; 
When tho :ghtleſs there | breath'd his name 
Upon my word I did. 


Surpri-*d my well known voice to hear, 
In ſounds of ſoft delight, 

With eager ſteps the youth drew near, 
And met my raptur d fight : 

No pon 'r had I, all art was vain, 
Of Strephon to pet rid; 

My panting heart confeſs'd the ſwain 
Upon my word it did. 


nn ä 


TTEND, ye nymphs, while ! impart 
The ſecret wiſhes of my heart; 
And tell what twain, if one there be, 


Whom Fate deſigns for love aud me. 


o 
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Let reaſon o'er his thoughts preſide; 
Let honour all kis actions guide; 
Stedfaſt in virtue let him be, 

The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 


Let ſolid ſenſe inform his mind, 

With pure good nature ſweetly jain'd, 
Sue friend to modeſt merit be, 

Tae ſyain deſigr'd for love and me, 


Where ſorrow prompts the penſive ſigh ; 
Where grief bedews the drooping eye ; 
Melting in ſympathy I fee 

The 'wain defign'd for love and me. 


Let ſordid av'rice claim no part 
Within his tender gen'rous heart; 
Oh! be that heart from falſhood free, 
Devoted all to love ard me. 


HE morning freth, the ſun in eaſt, 
New gilds the ſmiling day ; 

The lark forſakes his dewy neſt, 

The fields all round are gaily dreſs'd, 


Ariſe my love and play. 
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Come forth my fair, come forth bright maid, 4 
And bleſs thy ſhepherd's fight ; 
Lend ev'ry folded flow'r thy aid, W 
Unveil the roſe's bluſhing ſhade, 
And give them ſweet delight. : 7 
Thy preſence makes all nature ſmile, | By 
Thoſe ſmiles your charms improve 4 " 


Thy ſtrains the liſt'ning birds beguile, 
And, as invite, reward their toil, 
And tune their notes to love. 


Beneath the fragrant hawthorn tree, 

The flow'rs in wreaths I'll twine : 
Eer other eyes ye beauties ſee, 
Then on my brows adorn'd thall be; 
Thy happy fate be mine. 


HILST I gaze on Chloe trembling, 
Strajt her eyes my fate declare : 
When ſhe ſmiles, I fear diſſembling ; 
When the frowns, 1 then deſpair. 
Jealous of ſume rival lover, 
If a wand'ring look ſhe give, 
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Fain 1 would reſolve to leave her, 
But can ſooner ceaſe to live. 


Why ſhould I conceal my paſſion, 
Or the torments I endure ? 
I'll diſcloſe my inclination ; 
Awful diſtance yields no cure. 
Sure it 1s not in her nature 
To be cruel to her ſlave; 
She is too divine a creature, 
To deſtroy what ſhe can ſave, 


Happy he whoſe inclination 
Warms but with a gentle heat, 

Never mounts to raging paſſion ; 

Love's a torment, if too great. 

When the ſtorm is once blown over, 
Soon the ocean quiet grows; 

But a conſtant faithful lover 

Seldom meets with true repoſe. 


» 


OME, Lucinda, nymph divine, 
Siſter of the tuneful nine, 

Haſte thee to the vocal grove, 

Breathing odours, breathing love. 


Be thy temples deck'd around, 
ith a flow'ry chaplet crown'd ; 


10. 
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Curling locks oerſpread thy breaſt, 
In a mantle lightly dreſs'd. 


On the moſly bank reclin'd, 
Gently wafted by the wind, 
Circiing ſylvans round thee there 
Shall forget their fleecy care. 


Phœbus, come, forſake thy choir, 
Wond'ring drop the yielding lyre ; 
If Lucinda ſweeps the ſtring, 
Raptur'd ſyrens ceaſe to ſing. 


To Favonius be the ſong, 

God whom vernal muſes throng ; 
While the warblers of the ſky, 
Swell the chorus as they fly. 


Come then, fair one, come away, 
Kindly now reſume the lay. 
Hear, oh! hear an artleſs ſwain, 


Penfive wooe thy gentle reign, 


AIR's my Lucy as the day, 
Brighter than the blooming May 3 
Cupid revels in her eyes : | 
On her lip rich nectar lies, 


When 


hes 


( 49 ) 
When ſhe moves, *tis Juno walks ; 
When ſhe ſpeaks, Minerva talks ; 
When ſhe ſings, th' angelic ſtrain 
Might aſſwage the fierceſt pain · 


Claſp'd within her ſnowy arms, 
Bleſt with all her world of charms; 
Thus enthron'd let me expire, 

Gods ! 'tis all that I defire. 


HE gaudy tulip ſwells with pride, 
And rears its beauties to the fun, 
With heav'n · born tints of Iris? bow: 


While low, the violet ſprings tefide, 


As in the ſhade it ſtrives to ſhun 


The hand of ſome rapacious foe. 


Of work intrinſic, ſmall the tare 
That from the tulip can ariſe, 

When parted from its glowing bed : 
While hid, the violet charms the more, 
Like incenſe in its native ſkies, 

When cropt to grace the virgin's head. 


Then think, ye fair ones, how theſe flow'rs 
Are wrought in nature's various robes, 


Where pride declines, and merit thrives : 


E 


Your 
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Your virgin dignity o'crpowers 
The heroes of the conquer'd globe, | 
But ſweet compliance makes ye wives. 


- — — | — 
„ , 


gt 
N infancy our hopes and fears 

x Were to each other known, 

Fl No ſordid int'reſt then appears, 

= . Affection rules alone. 

As friendſhip ripen'd with our youth, 
The fruit was gather'd there, . 

Bright wiſdom and fair blooming truth, 
Subſided ev'ry care, 


Ah! happy, more than happy ſtate, 
Where hearts are twin'd in one ; 
Yet few (fo rigid is our fate) 
May wear the tender crown : 
By one rude touch the roſes fall, 
And all their beauties fade ; 
In vain we figh, in vain we call ; 
Toolate is human aid. 


* 


ITH women and wine I defy ey'ry care, | 
For life without theſe is a bubble af airs N 
For life without theſe, &c. 


Each 
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Each helping the other in pleaſures I roll. 
And a new flow of ſpirits enlivens my ſoul. 


Each helping the other, &c. 


Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 

1 never ſhall alter my conduct for them; 

I care not how much they my meaſures decline, 

Let 'em have their own humour, and I will have 
mine. 


Wine prudently us'd will our ſenſes improve, 

'Tis the ſpring-tide of life, and the fuel of love; 

And Venus ne'er look'd with a ſmile ſo divine, 

As when Mars bound his head with a branch from 
the vine. 


Then come, my dear charmer, thou nymph half 
divine, 

Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me with | 
wine, 

Then givirg and taking, in mutual return, 

The torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn. 


But ſhou'd{t thou my paſſion for wine diſapprove ; 
My bumper I'll quit to be bleſsd with thy love, 
For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, 

My bottle 1'll break and demoliſa my glaſs. 
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ET not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove : 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Each ungentle thought ſuſpending, 
Judge of mine by thy ſoft breaſt ; 

Nor, with rancour never ending, 
Heap freſh ſorrows on th' oppreſt. 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove : | | 

Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forcd ly duty rack'd by love. w 


Heav'n that every joy has croſs'd, 
 Ne'er my wretched ſtate can mend; 
J, alas! at once have loit, 
Father, brother, lover, friend. 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter ciaim rem we : 

Spare a heart that's juft expiring, 
ForC'd by duty rack d by love. 


* o 
* 
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HE lark's ſhrill note awakes the morn, | 


The breezes wave the ripen'd corn; 
The 


» 


a» 


The yellow harveſt free from ſpoil, | 
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Rewards the happy farmer's toil ; 
7 be flowing bowl ſucceeds the flail, 


O'er which he tells the jocund tale. 


—ę—e 


HERE ſhall Celia fly for ſhelter, 
In what ſecret grove or cave: 

Sighs and ſonnets ſent to melt her, 

From the youny, the gay, the brave: 
Tho' with prudiſh airs ſhe ſtarch her, 

Still the longs, and ftill ſhe burns: 
Cupid ſhoots like Hymen's archer, 

Whereſo'er the damſel turns. 


Virtue, youth, good-ſenſe, and beauty, 
If diſcretion guide us not, 
Sometimes are the ruffian's booty, 
Sometimes are the booby's lot; 
Now they're purchas'd by the trader, 
Now commanded by the peer, 
Now ſome ſubtle mean invader, 
Wins the heart, or gains the ear. 


O diſcretion! thou'rt a jewel, 
Or our grand+*mammas miſtake, 
Stinting, ſtame by bating fewel, 
Always careful and awake: 


E 3 


Would 


N. 
Would you keep your pearls from tramplers, 
Weigh the licenſe, wein b the banns; 
Mark my ſong upon your ſamplers. 
Wear it on your knots and fans. 


OW fweet are the flowers, how lovely the 

H ſpring ? 

How gaud: the pride of the grove ? 

How wanton the air is the birds how they fing ? 
And chirrup tof! meaſures of love: 

Yet not of themſelve>- the gay beauties can pleaſe, 

We only an taſte wien the heart is at eaſe. 


The flowers would wither, the ſpring have an end, 
The pride of the grove would decay; 

The air would be noxious, the birds but offend, 
If my parent, my king were away : 

For not of themſelves the vain pageants can pleaſe, 


» 


We only can taſte, when the heart is at eaſe. 
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AYS Plato, why ſhould man be vain ! 
Since bounteous heav'n has made him great; 
Why looketh he with iu ſoleut diſdain, 
On thoſe undeck'd with wealth or tate ? 


Can coſtly robes or beds cf down, 


And all the gems that deck the fair; 


»-*% 
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Can all the glories of a crown, 
Give health or eaſe the brow of care ? 


The ſcepter'd king, the burthen'd flave, 
The humble and the haughty die ; 

The rich. the poor, the baſe, the brave, 
In duſt without diſtinction lie. | 

Go ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, 
Who once the greateſt titles wore ; 

Their wealth and glory is bereft, 

And all their honour is no more. 


So flies the meteor thro? the ſkies, 
And ſpreads along a gilded train, 

When ſhot, 'tis gone; its beauty dies, 
Difſolves to common air again. 

So tis with us my jovial fouls, 


Let friendſhip reign while here we ſtay 


Let's crown our joy with flowing bowls, 
When Jove commands we mult away. 


+ A— 


i 1 virgins, have ye ſen n, 
Mfair Myrtiila paſs. the green, 
To roſe or jeis' mine bow'r ? 
Where does ſhe ſeek the woodbine ſhade r: 
For ſure ye know the blooming maid, 


Sweet as the May- born flow'r 2 
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Her cheeks are like the maiden roſe 
Join'd with the lilly as it blows, 

Where each in ſweetneſs vie. 
Like dew-drops gliſt'ning in the morn, 
When Phœbus gi'ds the flow'ring thorn, 
Health ſparkles in her eye. 


Her ſong is like the linnet's lay, 
That warbles chearful on the ſpray, | 
To hail the vernal beam. 
Her heart is blither than her ſong, 
Her paſſions geitly move along, 
Like the ſmooth gliding ſeam. 


— — 


EAR Sally, thy charms have undone me, 
They've robb'd me of freedom and joy, 
Then deareſt, ſweet Sally, ſmile on me, 
For death is my fate if thou'rt coy : 
Be cautious, dear charmer, in ſlaying, 
Since murder's ſo heinous, comply z 
And torture me not with delaving 
What ev'ry croſs chit can deny. 


Conſider, my angel, why nature 
In forming you took ſuch delight ; 
Don't think you were made that fair creature 
For nought but to dazzle the fight : 
No + ſove. when he gave you thoſe graces, 
{© «ended you wholly for love; 


And 
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And gave you the faireſt of faces, 
The kindeſt of females to prove. 


Beſides, pretty maiden, remember, 
The flower that's blooming in May, 
Is wither'd and ſhrunk in December, 
And caſt unregarded away ; 
So it fares wtih each ſcornful young charmer, 
Who takes at her lover diſtaſte ; 
She trifles till thirty diſarm her, 
And then dies forſaken at laſt. 


| — —___ 


Seck not at once in a female to find 

1 Theform of a Venus with Pallas's mind: 

Let the girl that I love have but prudence in view, 
That tho' the deceive I may ſtill think her true. 
Be her perſon not beauteous, but comely and clean, 
Let her temper be cloudleſs and open her mien: 
By folly, 111 nature, nor vanity led, 

Nor indebted to paint for white or for red. 


May her tongue, that dread weapon in moſt of the 
ſex, 

Be employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex ; 

Let her not be too bold, nor frown at a jeſt ; 

For prudes I deſpiſe, and coquets I deteſt. 

May her humour the taſte of the company hit ; 

Not afteftedly wiſe, nor too pert with her wit, * 


| 
| 
| 
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Go find out the ſair that is form'd on my plan, 
And I'll love her for ever—lI mean if I can. 


HY heaves my fond boſom, ah! what can 
| it mean ? | 
Why flutters my heart that was once ſo ſerene ? 
Why this ſighing and trembling when Daphne i; 

near ? 
Or why when ſhe's abſent this ſorrow and fear ? 


For ever, methinks, I with wonder could trace 

The thouſand foft charms that embelli:h thy face; 

Each moment | view thee, new beauties I find, 
With thy face I am charm'd, but enflay'd by thy 

ming, 


-Untainted with folly, unſully'd by pride, 

There native good-humour and virtue reſide ; 

Pray heav'n that virtue thy foul may ſupply 

With compaſſion for him, who without thee muſt 
die. 


9 * 2 — 
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S Chloe came into the room t'other day, 
] peeviſh began; where ſo long cou'd you 
_ tay 3 


In 
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Fn your life-time you never regarded your hour : 
| You promis'd at two, and (pray look child) tis 


four. 


A lady” 's watch needs neither figures nor wheels: 
Tis enough, that 'tis loaded with baubles and ſeals, 
A temper ſo heedleſs no mortal can bear 


| Thus far I went on with a reſolute air. 


Lord bleſs me! ſaid ſhe; let 2 body but ſpeak : 
Here's an ugly hard roſe-bud fall'n into my neck : 
It has huft me, and vext me to ſuch a degree 
See here; for you never believe me; pray ſee. 


On the left fide my breaſt what mark it has made. 
So ſaying, her boſom ſhe careleſs diſplay'd, 
That ſeat of delight I with wonder ſurvey'd ; 
And forgot evry word I defign'd to have ſaid. 


INE ſongſters, apologies too often uſe 
When call'd on - I'm ready to fing, 
With hums or with haws, ne'er attempt to refuſe, 
And egad, firs, Ill give you the thing. | 


Conceited, our beaux arm in arm walk the ſtreet, 
In idleneſs take their full ſwing; 

Each levels his glaſs, when a lady they meet, 
And if handſome, they ſwear ſhe's the thing. 

Thus 


660) 


Thus at Smithfield, the jockey his nag will com- 
mend, 

What a thape ? why he's fit for the king ; 

He's ſound wind and limb, on the word of a friend, 

And for ſpirits—be's really the thing. 


With ſmile of ſelf-int'reft, the landlord imparts, 

 Butt-entire I always do bring; 

Old ftingo I draw, that will cheriſh your hearts, 
And for flavour indeed—'tis the thing. 


See Jenny with Jockey to play-houſe repair, 
Miſs Brent to hear warble and ſing; 

Pretenders to muſick they praiſe ev'ry air, 
With I vow and proteſt—ſhe's the thing. 


The ſportſman with joy views the hare in fullſpeed, 8 


In extaſy hears the ſky ring; 


m_— ar of the hounds, and of each neighing 
ee 
And in tranſport he cries—'tis the thing. 


The prude her own perſon conſults in the glaſs, 
Admiring her finger and ring ; 

Then concludes, that her beauty all others ſurpaſs, 
And that man muſt confeſs—ſhe's the thing. 


Jack-Tar full of glee to the gardens will troll, 


In ſearch of his favourite thing; 
There 


# 
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There lights on Moll Jenkins, and ſwears by his ; 
ſoul, 
She rigg'd fore and aft quite the thing. 


The parſon well pleaſs d trims the ſmoaking tir-l in 
And ſlily leers at the pudding; 

Lord bleſs me! he cries, how nobly dine, 
Oh! pudding and beef is the thing. 


Tut claſp'd in the arms of a good natur'd fair, 
With mutual embraces we cling ; 

That enjoyment alone difpels ev'ry care, 
Which you all muſt allow is the thing. 


— 


OW bleft has my time been, what days have 
"ll | I known, 
Since wedlock's ſoft bondage made Polly my own? 
So joyful my heart is, ſo eaſy my chain, 
That freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a pain, 


Thro' walks grown with woodbines as oft as we 
ſtray, | 
Around us our boys and girls frolic and play ; 
| How pleafing the ſport is? the wanton ones ſee, 
And borrow their looks from my Polly and me. 


To try her ſweet temper, oft-times I am ſeen, 
In revels all day with the nymphs on the green, 
| Tho? painful my abſence, my doubts, the.beguilcs, 
And meets me at night with compliance aud ſmiles. 
F Wat 


| 
| 
| 
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What tho? on her cheeks the roſe loſes its hue, 


Her eafe and good humour bloom all the year 
thro”; 

Time, fill as he flies, brings encreaſe to her truth, 

And gives to her mind what he takes from her 
vouth. 


Ye ſhepherds fo gay, who make love to enſnare, 
And cheat with falfe vows the too eredulous fair ; 
in ſearch of true pleaſures how vainly ye roam, 
To hold it for life you muſt find it at home. 


\ 4 # ſwains that are courting a maid, 


Be warn'd and inſtructed by me, 


Tho' ſmall experience I've had, 


Pll give you good counſel and free: 
The women are changeable things, 

And ſeldom a moment the ſame ; 
As time a variety brings, 

Their looks new humours proclaim. 


But he who in love would ſucceed, 
And his miſtreſs's favour obtain, 
Muſt mind it, as ſure as his creed, 
To make hay while the ſun is ſerene. 
There's a ſeaſon to conquer the fair, 
And that's when they're merry and gay 
To catch the occaſion take care, 


When 'tis gone, in vain you'll aſſay. 
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ES, Phillis, we'll trip o'er the meads, 
And halien away to the plain, 
Where thepherds a tend with their reeds, 
To welcome my love aud her ſwain. 


The larke is exalted in air, 
The Jinnet {ivgs perch d on the ſprays 
Our lambs fand in need of our care, 
Then let us not lengthen delay. 


The pleature | feel with my dear, 
While gamefome young lambs are at ſpoit, 
- Exceeds the delight of a peer, 
»- - That Gives with ſuch grandeur at court. 
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' When Colin and Strephon go by, 
They form a diſguiſe for a while; 
They fee how I'm bleſs d with a ſigh, 
But envy forbids them to ſmile, 


Let great folks of liberty prate, 
_T* enjoy it take infinite pains ; 
But liberty's primitive ſtate, . 
Js only enjoy'd on the plains. 


With Phillis I rove to and fro, 
With her my gay minutes are ſpent ; 
"Twas Phillis firſt taught me to know, 
That happineſs flows from content. 


F 2 KERE 
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Ws. IJ as j or as wretch can be, 
s orcat as any monarch, he; 

2 ſuch terms I'd mount his throne, 
j 4 work my fingers tothe bone. 


Crant me, ye pow'rs, i aſk not wealth; 
Grant me but innccence and health. 

| Wil: = 15 grandeur li. Kd to vice? 
is culy virtue gives it price. 


TELLA told me yeſterday, 
& Struggling, panting, out of breath, 
Shepherd, what d've mean | pray? 

Wou'd you tumble me to death ? 
You tear my gown, vou ſpoil my hair; 

I ncer was treated ſo before; 
I worcer bow theie tricks you date! 
Begone ! begone! or ſce my face no more. 


With ſuch fierce looks and words diſplay'd, 
T bc {iighted ep erd ftuod aghaſt! 
A thouſand poor excuſes made, 
In hopes to ſoth the fair at laſt; 
Andced | did loi mem amis, 
Foroive this rude offence, he cr3'd ; 
III; o next time without a kiſs, 
But cou d not t! en, altho' Pd dy'd. 


To 


E 


To hear and ſee you every day, 
To view thoſe eyes, like diamon ds bright, 
Will tempt on-'s with to go aſtray 3 
And make it languiſh for delight. 
But who your touch unmov'd can bear, 
Muſt, or be more or leſs than man, 
It makes one think of heav'n 1 ſweas; 
Condemn me, Stella, if you can, 


REcCiTAVIVE. 


HF feſtive b-ard was met, the ſocial band 
Round famd Anacieon took their filent 


ſtand, 
My ſons (began the ſage) be this the rule: 


No brow auftere muſt dare approach my ſchool ; 
Where lov» and bacchus joi t!y reign within; 
Old care begone ! here iadueſs is a fin. 


AIR, 


Tell me not the joys that wait 

On him that's learu d, on him that's great ; ; 
Wealth and wiſdom | deſpiſe, 

Cares ſurround the rich aud wiſe : 


The queen that gives ſoft wiſhes birth, 
And acchus, god of wine and miith, 
Me t+.eir krienck and fav'rite own, 

I was born tor them alone: 


3 Bus'neſs, 
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Bus'neſs, title, pomp, and ſtate, 
Give **m to the fools I hate. 


Put let love, let life be mine, 
Bring me women, bring me wine; 
Speed te dancing hours away, 
Mind not what the grave ones ſay : 
Gayly let the minute's fly, 

In wit and freedom, love and joy : 
So fhall love, ſhall life be mine, 
Bring me women, bring me wine. 


EE, Sophia, how the tinctur'd vale 
Difperſes r und the fragrant gale, 
And all its ſweets reſign : 

See too the roſe, that bluſhing flow'r, 
With envious cÞarins exert a pow'r 
Inferior far to thine. 


The lambs are ſp-rtive o'er the plain, 

The feather'd ſongfte:'s tune their ſtrain. 
Within the echoing grove : 

No care diſturbs their peaceful breaſt e— 

- Your th-pherd too would be as bleſt, 

Would you requite his love. 


Oh! ſee how lively nature ſeems, 
How Sol diſplays his orient beams, 
And gilds the daifted' mead : 
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Oh ! come and taſt the balmy ſweets, 
From bow'r to bow'r which wand'ring fleets, 
To charm my lovely maid. 


To yonder ſummit we"!l repair, 
The ſeaſon's flow'ry prime to ſhare, 
And view the varied ſcenes : 
Or elſe ſrom ſhade to ſhade we'll ſtray, 
Let time regardleſs ſteal away, 
Till loſt in endleſs dreams. 


—— CW I. 
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HE ſun was funk beneath the hill, 
Le weſtern clouds were lin'd with gold, 
The ſky was clear, the winds were ſtill, 


The flocks were pen'd within the fold ; 
When from the ſilence of the grove 


Poor Damon thus deſpair'd of love. 


Who ſeeks to pluck the fragrant roſe 
From the bare rock or oozy beach, 

Who from each barren weed that grows 
Expects the grape or bluſhing peach, 

With equal faith may-hope to find 

The truth of love in womankind. 


I have no herds, no fleecy care, 

No fields that wave with golden grain, 
No paſture green, nor garden fair, | 

A damſel's venal heart, to gain: 


Then 


( 68 ) 


Then all in vain my fighs muſt prove, 
For 1, alas ! have nought but love. 


How wretched is the faithful youth, 

Since womens hearts are bought and ſold? 
They afk net vows of ſacred tru h; 

ene er they ligh, they ſiah for gold: 
Gold can the frowns of ſcorn remove, 
But I, alas! have nouglit but love. 


To buy the gems of India's coaſt, 
What wealth, what tiezſ.re can ſuffice ? 
Not all their fre cin ever boaſt 
II he living luſtre of her eyes: 
For theſe the world too cheap would prove, 
But l, alas! have nought but love. 


- Oh, Sylvia! fince nor gems nor ore, 
| Can with your brighter charms compare; 
Conſider that | profter more, 

re ſeldom found — a heart ſincere(: 
Le fu meaner beauties move; 


Whopays thy worth, mult pay in love, 


S Celia in her garden ſtray'd, 
Secure, nor dreamt of harm, 
A bee approach'd the lovely maid, 
And reſted on her arm. 


The 
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Tie curious infect thither flew, 
to tate the tempting bloom; 
Put with a thouſand ſweets in view, 
It found a ſudden doom. 


Her nimble hand of life bereav'd 
| he daring little thing; 

But firit the ſaowy arm receiv'd 
And felt the painful ſting. 


Once enlv could that ting ſurprize, 
>rce Le injurious found: 

N.t fo tle Qarts of Celia's eyes, 
hey never ceale to wound. 


Oh! ſou! the thort-liv'd burning ſmart, 
The nymph to pity move, 


Aud . reg ad the heart 
dhe fies with endleſs love. 


B chreeſht and ſhaint Patrick, going home 
lat laſt niglit, : 
About two inthe then norning I was put in a fright, 
0 ame a dig in a doublet, ſtripp'd all in his ſhirt, 
&nd throws down poor Teague very clean in the 
dirt, 


4 fir ing his piſtol direct on my faiſn, 
Stand fill, you damn'd dog, or you'te dead en the 
plaiſh : 


De'el 


— 
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De'el take him for me, for his favour and graifh, 
For ne er was dear joy in more ſorrowful caiſh. 


| Confounded, and ſpeechleſs, bold as hero T cry'd, | 


Your roguethip one day ſhall at T'yburn be tty'd; 
If Teague catch you again at ſuch vile tricks as 
theſe, 


He will ſwear, joy, upon you his majeſty's peat}, 


Thus threaten'd, he ſhivil'y cry'd, my derr honey, 

PU not hurt thee at all, but preſent me thy monen: 

My money, dear joy ; tis teague's ſoul—lic's un- 
done; | 

Wel, ce: take it al!—for by chree h, I have none. 


* 


* OW happy is the maid 


Who lives a rural lite! 


| By no falſe views betray'd 


To know domeſtic ſtrife : 
No paſſion fways her mind, 
Or wiſhes to be great; 
To humble hope confin'd, 
She ſhuns the flatt'ring bait, 


— 


Her ſoul with cold diſdain, 
Above the pomp of pride, 
Behold the rich and vain 
In gilded fetters ty'd ; 


While 
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While titles, wealth, and pow'r 
The gaudy ſcenes diſplay. 
And pageants of an hour 
In darkneſs glide away. 


But if ſome gentle boy 

Her faithful boſom ſhare, 
He doubles all her joy, 

And leſſens all her care: 
Their moments on the wing 

The mutual bliſs improve, 
And give perpetual ſpring 

To virtue, truth, and love. 
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Love, who can thy pow'r cont 
All that haunt earth, air, and ſea, 
Own thy force and bow to thee : 
All the dear enchanting day, 
Celia ſteals my heart away; 

All the tedious live-long night, 
Celia ſwims' before my fight : 
Happy, happy were the ſwain, 
Who might ſuch a prize obtain! 
Other joys he need not prove, 
Bleſs'd enough in Celia's love. 


OFT invader of my ſoul, 
ca 


All that temptingly beguile, 
Sparkling eyes, and dimpling ſmile ; 


Zv'ry 
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Ev'ry charm, and ev'ry grace, 
Dwells on charming Celia's face : 
Open, gen'rous, free from art; 
Virtue lives wichin her heart: 
Modeſty and truth combin'd, 
Suit her perſon to her mind; 
Happy, happy were the Swain! 
Who might ſuch a prize obtain! 
Other joys he need not prove, 
Bleſt enough in Celia's love. 


— — — 


HILE Phillis i is drinking, love and wine in 
alliance, 
With forces united, bid reſiſtleſs defiance, 
Each touch of her lips makes the wine ſparkle 
hig her, 
And her eyes, by her drinking, redouble their fire. 
Her cheeks glow the brighter, recruiting their colour, 
As flowers with ſprinkling revive with freſh odour ; 
His dart dipp'd in wine, love wounds beyond curing, 
And the liquor, like oil, makes tlie flame more 
enduring. 
By eordials of wine love is kept from expiring ; 
And our mirth is enliver'd by love and defiring, 
Relieving each other, the pleaſure is laſting, 
And we never are cloy'd, yet are ever a taſting, 
Then, Phillis, begin, let our raptures abound, 
And a kiſs and a glaſs be ſtill going round: 
Our joys are immortal, while thus we remove 


From love to the bottle, from the bottle to love. 
ON 


1 


— ————  - 


N his face, the vernal roſe, 
Blended with the lilly glows ; 


His locks are as the raven black, 
In ringlets waving down his back. 


His eyes with milder beauties beam, 
Than billing doves beſide the ſtream ; 
His youthful cheeks are beds of flow'rs, 
Enripen'd by refreſhing ſhow'rs. 


His lips are of the roſe's hue, 

Still dropping with the fragrant dew ; 
Tall as the cedar, he appears, 

And, as erect, his form he bears. 


— 


REKeITATIꝝVù VE. 


O Handel's pleaſing notes as Chloe ſung 
The charms of heavealy Liberty, 
A gentle bird, till then with bondage pleas'd, 
With ardour panted to be free ; 


His priſon broke, he ſeeks the diſtant plain, 
Let ere he flies tunes forth this parting ſtrain. 


ATR. 
Whilſt to the diſtant vale 1 wing, 
Nor wait the flow return of ſpring ; 
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„ 
Rather in leaflleſs groves to dwell, 
Than in my Chloe's warmer cell; 
Forgive me, Miſtreſs, ſince by thee 
] firſt was taught ſweet liberty, 
Dear liberty. 


Soon as the welcome ſpring ſhall chear, 
With genial warmth the drooping year, 
F'll tell upon the topmoſt ſpray, 

Thy ſweeter notes improv'd my lay: 
Whilſt in my priſon taught by thee, 
To warble forth ſweet liberty, 

Waſte not on me an uſeleſs care, 

That kind concern let Strephon ſhare ; 
Slight are my ſorrows, ſlight my ills, 
'To thoſe that he, poor captive, feels : 


Who kept in hopeleſs bonds by thee, 
Yet finves not for his liberty. 


—— 


— 


HE new-flown birds, the ſhepherds ſing, 
And welcome in the May; 
Come Paſtorella now the ſpring 
Makes ev'ry landſcape gay: 
Wide ſpreading trees their leafy ſhade 
O'er half the plain extend, 
Or in reflecting fountains play'd, 


The quivering branches bend. 
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Come taſte the ſeaſon in its prime, 
And bleſs the riſing year; 

Oh! how my ſoul grows ſick of time, 
Till thou, my love appear: 

Then ſhall I paſs the gladſome day 
Warm in tliy beauty's thine, 

When thy dear flock ſhall ſport and play, 
And intermix with thine, 


For thee, of d ves a milk white pair 
In ſilken bands I hold; 

For thee a fir ling lambkin ſair 
keep wit in the telc : 

If milk «hite coves acceptance meet, 
Or tender lauibbin * ©, 

y ſpotleſs heart, without deceit 
Be ofter'd up u ith theſo. 


CY ev ry ſweet that glads the {pring, 


\ tribute to thy charms Ill bring; 

Vii imitate the buſy bce, 

To make a garland crow for thee. 

When from the plains we're chac'd away, 
By the fierce god that rules the day; 

1 lead thee to the ſhades and ſtreams, 

To tkield thee from his ſcorching beams. 


Ind when to reſt her eyes incline, 
End light nor they no longer ſhine, 
i 
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Ihe faireſt fleece of ev'ry ſheep - 


My love ſhall preſs in peaceful ſleep. 


From a'l the ills that night invade 


III guard the dear, the beauteous maid : 


My tender faithful care ſhall prove 
None watch ſo well as thoſe that.love; 


y — 
. 


> —— 


£59. Roſe, my Chloc's boſom grace 
I v happy ſhould I prove, - 


= 


Might ] 3 that envy'd place 
With nev er-fading love; Hem 
There, Phenix like, beneath her eye 

;nrolyd in fragrance burn and die! 


Know, hapleſs qr, that thou ſhalt find 


More fregrait rcfes there; 
| fee thy with'ring head reclin'd 
With envy and deſpair. 
Ore common fate we both muſt prove, 
Lou die with envy, I with love. 
O heal the ſmart a bee had made 
| Upon my Chlge's face, 
Honey upon her checks ſhe laid, 
and bid me kiſs the place: 
Flex 1 obey'd, and from the wound 
Imbib'd beth ſweet and fmart ; 


The 


1 


The honey on my lips I found, 
The ſting within my heart. 


— — — — 


Ub curb the willwith vain pretence, 
Philoſophy her force employs, 
And tells us in deſpite of ſenſe, 
That life affords no real joys. 
Such idle whims m heart abjures; 
Envy me not immortal Jove ! 
If 1 prefer my bliſs to y urs, 
Claſp'd in the arms of her I love: 


Since you have giv'n deſites to me, 
Leave us, at caſt. th' enjoyment free; 
Muſt I be havpy ovly then, 
When la as! ſhall ceaſe to be. 
Such idle whims my heart abjures 3 
Envy me not immortal Jove, 
If 1 prefer my bits tn yours, 
Claſp'd in the arms of her I loves 


— 
» 


NE ſummer's e 45 Strephon rov'd 
Wrapt uh in thought profound, 
Surpriz'd he {aw s ett belov'd 
Lie eeping oute ground: 
Awake my pretty deeper wake, 
Awake to Strephon's call; 


„ 
Pe careful for your lover's ſake, 
"Tis night the dew-drops fall. 


Then to her cheeks his lips he laid, 
And gently ſtole a\Kkifs; 

She ill ſlept on, he not diſmay'd 
Repeats the tranſient bliſs : 

She wakes and thus, with angry tone, 
Away | away ! ſhe cries, 

Then fau't'ring bids the ſwain be gone, 
Then ſigh'd and c'os'd her eyes. 


Tho? cruel are your words ſweet maid, 
Can fighs proceed from hate? 
M cou! ts are gone ! then down he laid, 
Reſo vd to ſhare her fate: 
D fen'!ed from the noxious air, 
; Within his arms ſhe lay, 
And tho? the ſaain ott wak'd the fair, 
She ſaid no more till day. 


— — — —— — —— 


OO late for redreſs, and too ſoon for my eaſe, 
1 ſaw you, 1 lov'd, and 1 wiſh'd 1 could 
pleaſe- 
1 ſancy'd your eyes read the language of mine, 
And ſaw my love's image reflected on thine. 
The flatterer hope, to my ruin led on, 
And taught me to judge of your heart by my own, 
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Self.love to my wiſh was at hand to preſcribe, 


That my love was return'd, and my friendſhip re- 
paid. 


But wak'd from this dream, tis with anguith 1 find 
Words and looks were but civil, which once I 
thought kind; 

Its colour no longer falſe fancy will lend, 

To form a fond lover, or image a friend: 

But be ſtill, my poor heart, or beat thee to reſt, 

I'll drive this tormentor, this love, from my breaſt; 
PII break the gay baubie my fancy has made, 

And punith the heart ſelf love has betray'd. 


— 


TELLA and Flavia ev'ry hour, 
Do various hearts ſurprize; 


In Stella's ſoul is all her pow'r, 
And Flavia's in her eyes: 


More boundleſs Flavia's conqueſt are, 
And Stella's more confin'd ; 

All can diſcern a face that's fair, 
But few a heav'n'y mind. 


Stella, like Briton's monarch, reigns 
O'er cultivated lands; 


Like eaſtern tyrants Flavia deigns 
To rule o'er barren ſands ; 

Then boaſt, fair Flavia, boaſt thy face, 
Thy beauty's only ſore ; 


( % ) 
Each day that makes thy charms decreaſe 
Will yield to Stella more. 


—— 


S there a charm, ye powers above, 
To eaſe a wounded reaſt? 
Thro' reaſon's glaſs to look at love; 
To with and yet to reſt ? 
Let wiſdom boaſt, 'tis all in vain, 
An empire er the mind; 


' Tis beauty, beauty, holds the chain, 


And triumpls o'er mankind. 


Thrice happy birds, who on the ſpray, 
Unartful notes prolong, 

Your feither'd mates reward the lay,. 
And yield to pow'rful ſong ; 

By nature ſie ce, without controul, 


The human ſavage ran, 
"Till love refin'd his ſtubborn ſoul, 
And civilizd the man. 


Verſe turns aſide the tvrant's rage, 
And chears the drooping ſlave ; 
It wins a ſmite from hoary age, 
And diſappcints the grave : 
The force of numbers muſt ſucceed, 
And ſoothe esch others ear; 
'Tho' my fond cauſe ſhould Phœbus plead, 
2 He'd find a Daphne here, 
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Did heav'n ſuch wond'rous gifts produce 
To cutſe our wretched race? 

Say, muſt we all the heart accuſe 
And yet approve the face? 

Thus in the ſun, bedropt with gold, 
The baſking adder lies, 

The ſwain admires each ſhining fold, 

Then graſps the ſnake and dies, 


— — — — — — 


PON a ſummer's evening clear 
Dione, hapleſs maid, 
All wan with love and pining care, 
Sought out a ſectet ſhade : 
How wretched, ah! and chang'd am I, 
Unhappy maid, ſaid ſhe, 
No icene is pleaſing to my view, 
No flow'r is ſweet to me. 


S0 many vows could Collin make 
o me, ah! ſaithleſs ſwain; 
And yet thoſe piighted vows now break, 
And leave me to complain? 
Why did l raſhly ſeek his arms, 
And, fond, his tale believe? 
Alus! I yielded all my charms, 
Nor thought he could deceive. 


vet why of roſes ſuch a ſtore, 
And. lillies in my face, 


Since 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Since Lucy now can pleaſe you more, 
And claims your fond embrace? 
My brighteſt charms I'd willing give, 

Reſign my roſy hue ; 
Content, with Lucy's charms, 
I'd live, a rural maid for you. 


But Collin's deaf while I uptraid, 
Nor heeds, tho' I complain, 

Thinks not that I'm the injur'd maid, 
And he the faithleſs ſwain : 

Yet know, fa'ſe man, Dione's ſhade, 
To fri:ht you ſhall appear, 

And when you climb the marriage be. 
Dicne will be there. 


L 


———— — — 


HE wor'd my dear Myia, is full of gec-it ; 

And 'rieud{tiv's a jewel, ve icldoin can mect ; 
How ſtrange does it ſeem that in ſearching around, 
This ſource ct content is ſo rare to be fond: 
Oh friendchip! thou balm, and rich ſwectuer of 

life ; 

Kind parent of eaſe, and compeſer of rite ; 
Without thee, alas! what are riches and power? 
But empty de uſion—the joys of an hour. 


How much to be priz'd, and eſteem'd is a friend? 
On whom we may always with ſafety depend: 
Our joys when extended, will always increaſe ; 
And griefs, when divided, are huſh'd into peace: 


When | 
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When fortune is ſmiling, what crouds will appear, 
Their kindneſs to offer, and friendſhip ſincere, 
But alter the proſpect, and point out diſtreſs, 
No longer to court you—they eagerly prels, 


—— — — 


—— 


EAR Chloe, come give me ſweet kiſſes, 
For ſweeter no girl ever gave; 

But why, in the midſt of my bliſſes, 

Do you aſk me how many I'd have? 
I'm not to be ſtinted in pleaſure ; 

Then, prithee, dear Chloe, be kind; 
For, fince I love thee beyond meaſure, 

To numbers I'll ne'er be confm'd. 


Count the bees that on Hybla are playing ; 
Count the flowers which enamel the fields; 
Count the flocks that in Tempe are ſtraying; 
And the grain which rich Sicily yields ; 
Count how many ſtars are in heav'n, 
Go number the ſands on the ſhore ; 
And when ſo many kiſſes you've giv'n, 
I ſtill ſhall be aſking for more, 


To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 
A heart, which, dear Chloe, is thine ; ; 
In my arms let me ever-enfold thee, 
And circle thee round like a vine : 
What joy can be preater than this 1s ? 
My life on thy lips ſhall be ſpent : . 
And the wretch, who can number his Lilles, 
Will always with few be content, 
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Met young Damon t'other day, 
And near me as he drew, 
No Swain, methought, e'er look'd ſo gay —— 


Upon my word 'tis true. 


With ardent bliſs my lips he preſt, 
Pray, what could Phillis do ? 

I frown'd—but faith I frown'd in jeſt 
Upon my word 'tis true, 


The ſhepherd ſigh'd and talk'd of love, 
(A theme to me quite new) 

Of angels—Heav*n—and—pow'rs above, 
And vow'd that all was true. 


My boſom throbb'd—I know not why —— 
As ſtill more fond he grew ; 

I liſt ned to his tale with joy 
Upon my word tis true. 


Let Damon now be bleſt, he cry'd, 
And fondly to me flew ; 

His freedom, vain I ſtrove to chide — 
Upon my word 'tis true. 


With bluſhes ſpread, I look'd confent, 
Felt joys but known to few ; 

For now I found what Damon meant, 
And all he ſaid was true, 


4. 
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Y goddefs Lydia, heavenly fair, 
As lilly ſweet, as ſoft as air, 
Let looſe thy treſſes, ſpread thy charms, 
And to my love give freth alarms. 


O! let me gaze on theſe bright eyes, 

1'bo? facred lightning from them flies: 
Shew me that ſoft, that modeſt grace, 
Which paints with charming red thy facc. 


Give me Ambroſia in a kiſs, 
That I may rival Jove in bliſs, 


That I may mix my ſoul with thine, 
Ang make the pleaſure all divine. 


O hide thy boſom's killing white, 
(The milky whey is not ſo bright) 
Leſt you my ravilh'd ſoul oppreſs, 


With beauty's pomp, and ſweet e- 


ny drauꝰſt thou from the purple flood 
Of my kind heart the vital blood, 
Thou art all over endleſs charms; 


4 take me dying to 45 5 arms. 


r 


IVE me but a wife; I e not to find 


Each virtue and grace in one female com · 
* bind: 
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No goddeſs for me; tis a woman I prize, 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe, 


Be ſhe young, ſhe's not ſtubborn, but eaſy to mold, 
Or ſhe claims my reſpect like a mother, if old : * 
Thus either can pleaſe me, ſince woman I prize, 

And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


Like Venus ſhe ogles, if ſquinting her eye ; 

If blind, ſhe the roving of mine cannot ſ Py : 
Thus either is lovely; for woman I prize, 

And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe, 


If rich be my bride, ſhe brings tokens of love; 
If poor, then the farther from pride my remove : 
'Thus either contents me ; for woman I prize, 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe, 


I ne er ſhall want converſe, if tongue ſhe poſſeſs ; 
And if mute, till the rarity pleaſes no leſs : 
I'm ſuited to either ; for woman I prize, 

_And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


Then ceaſe, ye profane, on the ſex to deſcant; 

If you've wit to diſœcun, of Charms they've no warez 
Each fair can make happy, if woman we prize, f 

And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe- 


— 


HE wicked wits, as fancy hits, 
All ſatyriſe the fair; 
In proſe and rhyme, in ſtrains ſublime, 
Their foibles they declare : 


1 


The kind are bold, the chaſte are cold; 
Theſe prudiſh, thoſe too free: 

Ye curious men, come, tell us then, 
What ſhould a woman be ? 


But hard's the taſk, and vain to ak, 
Where opiics are untrue ; 

The muſe ſha!l here th' indicted clear, 
And prove the crimes on you : 

The rake is cloy'd, when ſhe's enjoy'd, 
On whom his wiſh was plac'd ; 

The fool deny d, attects the pride, 
And rails, to be in taſte. 


But, not like theſe, the men of bliſs 


Their tuwe criterion fix: 

No: wiſdom cries, my funs, ariſe, 
And vindicate the ſex: 

"Tis theirs to prove thofe ſwecis of love 
Which others never ſhaze ; 

And evidence, that none have ſenſe 
But who adore the fair. 


Ye Ulooming race, with ev'ry grace 
Celeſtially impreſt, 

Tis yours to quell the care that dwell 
Within the human breaſt : 


H 2 
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At beanty's voice our ſonls rejoice, 
And rapture wakes to birth : 

And love deſign'd th* enchanting kind 
To form an heav'n on earth. 


Oh! ev'ry att, to win the heart, 

Ye dear infpirers, try; 
Fach nitive Charm with faſhion arm, 

And let love's light'ning fly; 
And herce, je grave, your counſels ſave, 
© Which youth but ſets at novght ; 
For woman ſtil! will have her will, 

And fo l think ſhe ought, 


1 long, a giddy wand'ring youth, 
1rcm fair to fair, | rov'd : 

To ev'ry 1.ymph I vow'd my truth; 
Tho'-all alike 1 Iov'd: 

Vet, when the joy I with'd was paſt, 
My truth appear 'd a 4b 

Put, truf fe, Im coavi c'd at laſt 
That conſtancy is Seſt. 


Like other foo!s, at female wiles 
"was my delight to rail; 

Their ſighs, their vows, their_tears, their ſmiles, 
Were falſe, 1 thought and frail : 

But, by reflection's bright'ning pow'r, 
I ſce their worth conteſt ; 

Chat man cannot 'encugh adore 3 
Tnat coaſtancy is beſt. 


* 
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The roving heart at beauty's fight 
May glow with fond deſire; 
Yet, tho' poſſeſſion yield delight, 
It damps the lawleſs fire: 
But love's celeſtial ſaithiful flames 
Still catch from breaſt to breaſt ; 
While ev'ry home-te't joy proclaims 
'T hat conſtancy is beſt. 


No ſolid bliſs from change refills. + 
No real raptures fows + 7; F767 
But, fix'd to one, the ſoul exults, 4 
And taſtes ot heav'n below. 
With love on ev'ry gen'rous mind, 
Is truth's fair form impreſt; 
And reaſon dictates to mankind, 


That conſtancy is beſt. 


—. 


E Belles, and ye flirts, and ye pert little 
tuings. 


Who trip in tnis frolickſome round, 
Pray tell me tr: m whence this indecency ſprings, 
'The ſexes at once to confound ? 
What means the cock'd hat, and the maſculine air, 
Wiiff each motion de'ing'd to perplex ; 
Bright eyes were intended to languiſh, not ſtare, 
Aud ſoftneſs the teſt of your ſex — dear girls. 
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The girl who on beauty depends for ſupport, 
May c ill ev'ry art to her aid; 
The oſom diſslay'd, and the Petticoat ſhort, 
Are ſamples the gives of her trade : 
But you, on whom fortune indulgently ſmiles, 


And u hom pride has preferv'd from the ſnare, 
Shou'd flily attack us, with covneſs and wiles, 
Not with open and in olent air—brave girls. 


The Venus, whoſe Ratue delight all mankind, 
Shrinks modeſtly ba k from the view, 

And kindly itou'd ſecm. by the artiſt deſign d, 
To ſerve as a model for you 

Then lean, witi her beauties, to copy her aid, 
Nor tenture too much to reveal; 

Our fancies ill paint what you cover with care, 
And double each ch arm you conceal-ſweet girls: 

| Y 

The blues of morn, and the mildneſs of May 

are Cnrarms which no art can procure : 

On! be Lit vourtelves, and our homage we'll pay, 
And „our ep ire is ſolid and ſure : 

Put if, amazon-like, you attack your gallants, 
nd put us in fear of our lives, 

You may co very well for fiſters or aunts ; 
Eclieve me, you'll never be wives—poor girls. 


——_— „„ ä 


HE morning clouds were ting'd with gold, 
When Collin went to view his fold; 
And 
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And, as he whiſtled o'er the plain, 
Young Dolly met the perjur'd ſwain : 
Anger and love were in her eye, 

Her tender breaſt heav'd with a figh ; 
But when her grief ite come t ſhow, 
He cry'd l cannot hear thee nows. . 


In moving words ſhe teld a tale,” 
That miglt o'er an, heart prey ail; Sup 
Aſk'd why he had forſook her cott-? 
And was poor volly quite forget? 

If ſo, tears trembling 1 in her eve, 

She ſaid, ſhe'd fit her down and dye: 
Do ſo, ſays Collin, for 1 vow, 

My dear——1 cannot hear thee now. 


Reſentment kindling o'er her cheek, 

Says he, another love I'll ſeek ; 

Damon will prize theſe ſlighted charms, 
And kindly take them to his arms. 

The ſwain, whom honour cou'd not move; 
By jealouſy was wak'd to love ; 

Says he, forgive; ſee yonder mow, 

Stept there P11 ftay to hear thee now. 
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APPY the man whoſe wiſh and care | 
| | A few parternal acres bound ; 


Content to breathe his native air 
In his own ground, 


Whoſe 


0 


Whoſe herds with milk, whoſe fields with bread, 
Whoſe flocks ſupply him with attire ; 
V hoſe trees in ſummer yield him ſhade, 


In winter fire. 


Eleſt, who can unconcern'dly find 
tours. days and years, flide ſoft away; 
In health of bod, peace of mind, 


Quiet by day: 


Sound ſleep by night, ſtudy and eaſe 
Jogether mix'd, ſweet recreation; 

And innocence, which moſt dot! pleaſe, 
| With meditation. 


Thus let me live, unſeen, unknown ; 
Thus unlamented let me die ; 
Steal from the world, and not a ftone + 
| Tell where J lie. 


—— — > — — 


USIC has pow'r to melt the ſoul ; 
By beauty nature's ſway'd ; 
Each can the univerſe controul, 

Without the other's aid. 


But here together both appear, | 
And force united try; % 4 
Muſic enchants the liſt'ning ear, 
And beauty charms the eye: 


What F 


. 

What cruelty theſe pow'is fo join! 
Theſe tranſports who can bear? 

Oh! let the ſound be leſs divine, 

Or loak ye nymphs leſs fair! 


2 — ——— — — 


OUNG Damon would often frequent fe 
green ſhade, 


To toy with his Phillis and humour the maid ; 


Who lov'd her fond ſhepherd, and thought that 
the day, 


Too haſtily fled, as he tun'd her his lay. 


Ho Heſt were their motions, to ſee the fair mead 

With cowllips and primrotes charmingly ſpread? 

Tue ſweet woodland choir would enliven the 
38 Ve, 

And waken the ſoul to the language of love. 


Put, ah! like the cloud that envelopes the ſun, 
By jealouſy ſoon is the lover undone : 

For while Damon tunes up fair Delia a ſongs 
Pour Ehillis is ſeen to go weeping along. 


So fair, and ſo ſweet, yet ſo mournful ſhe goes, 

Crief hangs on her check like a blight on the 
role : 

Vet the roſe holds its hue, and its fragrance retains, 

do bluſhing and rich, as to charm all the ſwains. 


Oh 
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Oh! Damon, thou know'ſt not the pride of the 
fair; 

How quick they reſent, and how late they deſpair: 

Thy folly with Delia had loſt thee thy love; 

And Phillis, by Collin, is led to the grove. 


HY will wu my paſſion reprove, 

Why term it a folly to grieve, 
E'er I tell you the charms of my love ? 
She's fairer than you can believe. 


With her mien ſhe enamofirs tle brave, 
With her wit the engages tne free, 

Wiih her modeſty pleaſes the grave; 
She's ev'ry way plealing o me. 


When Paridel tries in the dance 
Some tavour with Phill:s to find, 

Oh! how with one trivial glance | 
Might ſhe ruin the peace of my mind ! 


In ringlets he dreſſes his hair, 
And his crook is beſtudded around! 
And his pipe — oh! may Phillis beware 
Of a magic there is in its ſound. 


Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, 
So Phillis the trophy deſpiſe ; 
Let his forehead with iaurels be crown'd, 
So they thine not in Phillis's eyes. 


The 


POR. 


C0 4 
The language that flows from the heart 


Is a ficanger to Paridels tongue ; 
Yet may ſhe beware of his art, 
Or ſure 1 muit envy the ſong. 


. m——————_—_ 


— 


OR on beds of fading flow'rs, 
N Shedding ſoon their gaudy pride ; 
Nor with ſwains in ſyren bow'rs, 
Will true pleaſure long reſide: 
On awful virtue's hill ſublime 
Enthroned fits th immortal fair ; 
Who wins her height muſt patient climb ; 
The ſteps are peril, toil and care: 
So, from the firſt, did Jove ordain 
Eternal bliſs for tranſient pain, 


— 


Dawn of hope my ſoul revives, 
And baniſhes deſpair ; 


If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 
Make him, ye gods, your care. 


Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades of night, 

My tender grief remove ; 

O ſend ſome chearing ray of light, 
And guide me to my love. 


Thus in a ſecret friendly Shade, 
The penſive Celia mourn'd ; 


While 
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While courteous Echo lent her aid, 
And ſigh for figh return'd. 


When, ſudden, Damon's well-known face, 
Each rifing fear diſarms : 

He eager ſprings to her embrace, 
She ſinks intd his arms. 


— 


_— beau with his delicate womaniſh face, 

Whoſe merit all lies in a feather and lace ; 
The proud, the immortal, the coward, the vain, 
May ſue for my love, but will meet my diſdain. 


The dunce I deteſt, and whoſe wit is ſcvere, 

J ſicken whenever a ſycophant's near; 

The brute that's ill manner'd, diſorders one much, 
And I'd die an old maid &er I'd couple with ſuch. 


But he in whom ſenſe and politeneſs are join'd, 

Whoſe ſtudy has been to embelliſh his mind ; 

Whoſe pleaſures neer injure his health nor his 
purſe, 

Is fit to be taken for better for worſe. 


Whoſe wit has no gall, and whoſe tongue no de- 
ceit, 
Whoſe nature is noble, his conduR diſcreet ; 
Ne'er knew any fear, but to hurt or oſſend: 
If he UA my EP he will find it his friend. 
WHEN 


My ih a0 of 


© af. 


——_— us. * * 


— — — 


HEN the roſe is in bud, and blue vi'lets 
blow, 
And the birds ſing us love-ſongs on ev'ry bough ; 
When cowſlips and daifies and daffodils ſpread, 
Adorning, perfuming, the flowery mead : 
Our cleanly milk-pail, 
Is fill'd with brown ale: 
Our table's, our table's the graſs : 
There we fit aud we fing, 
And we dance in a ring, 
And ev'ry lad has his laſs, 


When withont the plough the fat oxen do low, 
The lads and the laſſes a ſheep-ſkearing go; 
Our ſhepherd ſhears his jolly, jolly fleece, 

How much richer than that, which they ſay wa 
in Greece? . 
*Tis our cloth, and our food. 
And our politic blood ; aA 
'Tis the ſeat which our nobles all ſit on: 
"Tis a mine-above ground, 
Where our treaſure's all found, 
'Tis the gold and the ſilver of Britain, . 


Nr 
2.4 DAMON and PASTORA __ _ 
D. LROM flow'r to flow'r, his joy to change, 
Flits yonder wanton bee; . 


1 From 


* 
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From fair to fair thus will I range, 
And I'll be ever free. 


P. You little birds attentive view, 
+ That hop from tree to tree; 
P11 copy them, I' copy you, 
For I'll be ever free. 


D. Whilſt tempeſts ſhake tlie nodding grove, 
And plough the foaming ſea; 
While hawks purſue the flying dove, 
So long will I be fres. 


P. Till on the buſh the lilly grows, 
Till flocks forſake the lea; 
"Till from the rock burſts forth the roſe, 
You'll find me blithe and free. 
| BOT H. 
Then let's divide to eaſt and weſt, 
Since we ſhall ne'er agree; 
And try who keeps their promiſe beſt, 
And who's the longeſt free. 


* 


CYMON and IPHIGENIA. 


A CAx TATA. 


RWeiraAr iV. 


EAR a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring 
ſhade, 
deem d moſt for love and contemplation made 


A 
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A cryſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, 
Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe : 
Thither retir'd from Phœbus' ſultry ray, 


And lull'd in ſleep, fair Iphigenia lay: 


Cymon, a clown, who ncver dreamt of love, 


By chance was ſtumping to the neigbouring grove, 
He trudg'd along unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiſtled as he went for want of thought ; 


But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 
Heſtar'd, her lovely form ſurvey'd ; 
And while with artleſs voice he ſung, 


Beauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue, 


AIR, 
The ſtreams that glide in murmurs by, 
Whoſc glaſſy boſom eus the ſky, 
Compleats the rural ſcene, 
But in thy boſom, charming maid, 
All heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay'd; 
Too lovely Iphigene. 


Niere. 


She wakes, and flarts, poor Cymon tremblzng 
ſtands, 

Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands ; 

Bright ece lence, faid he, diſpel all fear, 

Where honour's pre'ent, ſure no danger's near: 

Half rais'd, with gentle accent, ſhe replies, 

O Cymon ! if *tis you, I need not riſe; 

I 2 Thy 
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Thy honeft heart no wrong can entertain, 
Purſue thy way, and let me ſleep again: 
The clown, tranſported, was not filent long, 
But thus, with extaſy purſu'd his ſong. 


AIR. 
Thy jetty locks, that careleſs break 
In wanton ringlets down thy neck; 
Thy love infpiring mien, 
Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 
And taper ſhape enchant me ſo; 
I dic for 'phigene. 


na COC1TTATIV HR 


Amaz'd ſhe liftens, nor can trace from whence 

The former clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe, 5 
She gazes ; fiuds him comely, tall, and ſtrait, | 
And thinks he might improve his aukward gait ; 

Bids him be ſecret and next day attend 

At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend : 

Thus mighty love could teach a clown to plead, 

And nature's language, ſweeteſt, will ſucceed. 


AIR, 


Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 

_ Kindling gentle, chaſte deſire; * 
Love can rage itſelf controul, 

and elevate the human foul : 

Pepriv'd of that, our wretched ſtate, 

Lad made our lives of toe long date ; 


— 
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Bat bleſt with beauty and with love, 


We taſte what angels do above. 


— — — 


OUNG Collin ſought my heart to win, 
And woo'd as lovers wooe ; 
J, vers'd in all our ſex's art, 
Did juſt as maidens do: 
Whate'er he'd figh, whate'er he'd vow, 
I'd ſtudy to be ſhy at, 


And when he preſs'd his fate to know, 


'Twas prithee, fool, be quiet. 


Month after month of am'rous pain, 
He made a mighty fuſs; 

Why if, you know, one loves a ſwain, 
"Tis wrong to ſay one does: 

He told me, paſſion could not live 
Without more pleaſing diet; 

And pray what anſwer could I give, 
But prithee, fool, be quiet ? 


At length he made a bold eſſay, 


And, like a man, he cry'd, 
Thy hand, my dear ; this very day 
Shall Celia be my bride, 


Convinc'd he would have teaz'd me till, 


I cou'd not well deny it; 
And now, believe me, when I will, 


I make the fool be quiet. 
| 13 
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Eneath the weight of hapleſs love, 
B How weak does ev'ry effort prove, 
When ſtruggling to get free ! 
In vain againſt the fatal darts @ 
The tender ſoul its force exerts, 


And pants for liberty, 


Within the maze abſtruſe we range, 

And ſeek to find the bliſsful change? 
But ſtill within the ring; 

At length the toilſome taſk reſign, 

And wait till beauty's charms divine 
Their pleaſing ſolace bring. 


Ah me! from whence aroſe that pow'r 

Which blights the ſweetly blooming flow'e, 
The violet of peace ? 

Oh ! gentle maid, why ſtings the ſmart ! 

Why throbs my once fo blithſome heart, 
With pains that till increaſe ? 


Oh! why did heay'n to Delia give, 

On whom my ſoul muſt ever live, 
Such beauty to deſtroy ? 

Way rather gave it not the maid 

Thoſe beauties which can never fade, 

The ſmile diftuling joy? 
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How long, O cruel maid, moſt 1 
Emit the heart-depreſſing ſigh, 
How long in grief decline? 
Shall thoſe dear eyes no pity ſhow 
To him whoſe ſad increaſing woe 
Would pierce cach heart but thine ? 


Oh! lovely Delia, learn to prize 
The heart, whoſe happineſs relies 
And lives alone on thee : 

Indulge one tender thought, my fair, 
Oh! think on ſorrow, grief, and care. 


And then you'll pity me. 


But ſhould no feeling ſenſe of pain 
Upon thy ſofter minutes gain, 

Nor touch thy cruel breaſt ; 
To calmer peace my ſoul reſign'd 
Shall bleſs thee, Delia, tho' unkind, 


And die, and be at reſt, 


Y the gaily circling glaſs, 
We can ſee how moments pals; 
By the hollow caſk we're told 

How the weaning night grows old: 
Soon, too ſoon the buſy day 

Robs us of our ſport and play : 
What have we with day to do? 

Sons of care 'twas made for you ! 


( 
By 5 nectar-flowing bowl, 
We can chear the drooping ſoul ; 
In the bumper's glaſs we find 
Eaſe for ev'ry troubled mind; 
Hence, O hence, the jolly ſong, 
Mirth and joy to that belong : 
What have we with grief to do? 
Sons of care twas made for you, 


Let the warriors keep the field ; 

'That to us no joys can yield ; 

They in camps may ſeek a name ; 
Be the bottle all our fame: 

Crown, O crown the happy night 
With focia! joys, while others fight: 
What have we with war to do? 
Sons of care, twas made for you! 


Let the dying lever flee 

To the dear hard hearted ſhe ; 
We deſpiſe the lover's care, 
Drinking will no rival bear : 
Fill, O fill the the merry bowl; 
Let no cares our joys controul : 
What have we with love to do? 
Sons of care twas made for you! 


—— 


RIGHT Cynthia's pow'r, divinely great, 
What heart is not obeying ? 


A 


A thouſand Cupids on her wait, 
And in her eyes are playing. 

She ſeems the queen of love to reign, 
For the alone diſpenſes 

Such ſweets as belt can entertain 
The guſt of all the ſenſes. 


Her face a charming proſpect brings, 
Her breat% gives balmy bliſſes; 
I licar an angel when ſhe ſings, 
And taſte of heav'n in kiſſes. 
Four ſenſes thus the feaſts with joy, 
From nature's richeſt treaſure : 
let me the other ſenſe employ, 
And I thall die with pleaſure. 


— — — ——— — 


[E ! Liza, ſcorn thoſe little arts 
Which meaner beauties uſe, 

Who think they never fecure our hearts, 
Unleſs they till refuſe ; 

Are coy and thy ; will ſeem to frown, 
To raiſe our paſſion higher; 

Put when the poor delight is known, 
It quickly palls detire. 


Come, let's not trifle time away, 
Or ſtop you know not why; 

Your bluſhes and your eyes betray 

What death you mean to die | 
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Let all your maiden fears be gone, 
And love no more be croſt: 
Ah! Liza, when the joys are known, 
You'll curſe the minutes paſt, 


—— — i 


Wake, my love, with genial ray, 
A The fun returning glads the day! 
Awake! the balmy Zephyr blows, 

The lawthorn blooms, the daiſy glows ; 
The trees regain their verdant pride, 
The turtle wooes his tender bride ; 

To love each warbler tunes his ſong, 


And fith in dimples glide along. 


O more than blooming daiſies fair! 


More fragrant than the vernal air! 


More gentle than the turtle-dove, 

Or ſtreams that murmur thro' the grove! 
Bethink thee all is on the wing, 

Thoſe pleaſures wait on waſting ſpring ; 
Then come, the tranſient bliſs enjoy, 
Nor fear what fleets ſo faſt will cloy. 


- ——_—. 


1 — —— — 


EPHYRS ſpread your purple pinions 3 
Tune Florella's ſoul to love ! 
Breathe ambroſial fragrance round her, 


While ſhe decks the proud alcove, 


Purl 
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Pu:l ye cryftal frreams and fuuntaigs 
Lull to rett her weary eyes; 
Sol diipe! thy beams, 
Wmnile the fag-one dreams 
How enamour'd Stirpaon dies. 


Hake, oh! haſte, ye feather'd ſongfters, 5 
Hatite to each ſurrounding ſpray ; 
With your blithe and tuneful ſonnets, 
Hail the beauteous queen of May. 
Cupid, from the airy region, 
View her marble neck and breaſt ; 
Quickly ſend a dart, 
To the fair-one's heart, 
And procure my laſting reſt, 


— 


T ſetting day and riling morn, 
With ſoul that ſtill thall love thee, 

TIl aſk of heaven thy ſafe return, 

With all that can improve thee : 
Ill viſit oft the birken buſh, 

Where firſt you kindly told me, 
Soft tales of love, and hid my bluſh; 

While round you did enfold me. 


To all our haunts I will repair, 

By green- wood ſhade or fountain ; 
Or where the ſummer's day I'd ſhare 
With thee upon yon mountain: 


There 
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There will I tell the trees and flow'rs, 
From thoughts unfeign'd and tender, 
By vous you're mine, my love is youfs 
A heart that cannot wander. 


— 


— — — — 


HEN Chloe firſt young Collin ſaw, 
Approach with modeſt, diſtant awe 
In habit neat and plain ; 
T he ſimple maid, too fond of beaus, 
Of idle pomp and glitt'ring ſhews, 
Deſpis'd the honeit ſwain : 
Wrapt up in pleaſures of the town, 
She look'd on Collin as a clown, 
And ill the burden of her ſong 
Was court me not, I'm yet too young, 


But he, well-vers'd in female art, 

Soon div'd into the fair-one's heart, 
Thro' all her little pride : 

And is it thus you diſapprove 

My faithful flames, my ardent love ? 
The gen'rous youth reply'd ; 

Can tinſel charms your heart trapan ? 

A fop's the ſhadow of a man. 

Yet ſtill the burden of her ſong 

Was court me not, I'm too young. 


— 


1 


( 109 ) 

My dear, ſaid he, as you are fair 
Be wiſe, and ſhun the gilded ſnare 

Of fopp'ry and grimace : 
Where health and honeſty of ſoul, 
Diftuſe their vigour thro' the whole, 

How vainare gems and lace ? 
Theſe words alarm'd the curious maid, 
Who ſtraight the blooming youth ſurvey'd ; 
Then faintly, with a fault'ring tongue, 
Cry'd court me not, I'm yet too young. 


With manly pride, adown his neck 
His raven locks their ringlets break ; 
Health glitter'd in his eyes; 
While youth and vigour both conſpire 

To kindle love, enflame deſire, 

And bid ſoft wiſhes riſe; 
The nymph receiv'd an ardent kiſs, 
As earneſt of her future bliſs ; 
Then chang'd the burden of her ſong 
To court me now, I'm, not too young. 


K» 


A T Upton on a hill 


There lives a happy pair, 
The ſwain his name is Will, 


And Molly is the fair : 
Ten years are gone and more 


Since Hymen join'd theſe two, | 
Their hearts were one before | # '# 


The ſacred rites they knew. 
K Siace 
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Since which auſpicious day 
Sweet harmony does reign ; 
Both love and both obey : 
Hear this each nymph and ſwain. 
If, haply, cares invade 
(As who is free from care) 
1'h' impreſſion's lighter made 
By taking each a ſhare. 


Pleas'd with a calm retre t 

They've no ambitious view: 
In plenty live, not ſtate, 

Nor envy thoſe that do. 
Sure pomp is empty noiſe, 

And cares encreaſe with wealth; 

They aim at truer joys, 

Tranquility and health, 


With ſafety and with eaſe 

Their preſent life does flow, 
They fear no raging ſeas 

Nor rocks that lurk below : 
May ſtill a ſteady gale In 

Their little bark attend, 
And gently fill each fail 

Till life itſelf ſhall end. 


— —— 


HAT tho' they call me country laſs, » 
] read it plainly in my glaſs, 
That laſt 
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That for a dutcheſs I might paſs, 
Oh could | ſee the day 
Would fortune but attend my call, 
At park, at play, at ring, at ball, 
I'd brave the provdeft of them all, 
With a ſtand by clear the way! 


Surrounded by a crowd of beaux, 
With ſmart toupees, and powder'd cloaths, 
At rivals I'd turn up my noſe ; 
Oh could 1 ſee the day; 
W'd dart ſuch glances from theſe eyes, 
Shall make ſome nobleman my prize, 
and then, oh how I'd tyrannize ! 
With a fand by! ——clear the way 


D then for grandeur and delight, 
or equipaze, and diamonds bright, 
ind flambeaux, that outthine the ligl.t; 
Oh could I ſee the day ! 
nus ever eaſy, ever gay, 
24adrille ſhall wear the night away, 
und pleaſure crown the growing day; 
With a fland by !-—clear the way! 


— — 


DING, ring the bar bell of the world, 
ö Great bacchus calls for wine; 
That laſte, pierce the globe, its juices drain, 
To whet him e'er he dine. 
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Have you not heard the bottle cluck, 
When firſt you've poured forth? 

The globe ſhall cluck, as ſoon as tapp'd, 
To brood ſuch ſors of worth. 


When this world's out, more worlds we'll have, 
Who dare oppoſe the call? _ 
If he had twice ten thouſand worlds, 
E*er night we'd drink them all. 


Cee! fee! our drawer atlas comes, 
t115 ca k upon his back; 

Haſte! grink aud ſwill, let's booze amain, 
Till all our girdles crack. 


Arolla cry'd, let's drink amain, 
Leſt time ſhould go aftray ; 

We'll make time drunk, the reſt reply'd, 
We Gods can make a day. 


Frave Herculus, who took the hint, 
Required time to drink, 
Ard made him gorge ſuch potions down, 
1 hat time forgot to think. 


Unthinking time thus overcome, 

Ard nonpluſs'd in the vaſt, 
Diſſolv'd in the athereal world, 

Sig''d languiſh'd, grean'd his laft, 


Now 
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Now Time's no more, let's drink away; 
- Hang flinching, make no words : 
Like true- born baechanalian ſouls, 
We'll get as drunk as lords. 


— ——_—_— — — 


OME, dear Amanda, quit the town, 
And to the rural hamlets fly ; 

Bchold the wintry ftorms are gone, 

A gentle radiance glads the ſx y. 
The birds awake, the flowers appear, 

Earth ſpreads a verdant couch for thee 3 
'Tis joy and mu-.c all we hear, 

'Tis love and beauty all we ſee. 


Come, let us mark the gradual ſpring, 


How peeps the bud, the bloſſom blows 3 
Till Phiſomel begins to ſing, 

and perfet May to ſpread the roſe: 
Let us ſecure the ſhort delight, 

Ard wiſely crop the blooming day; 
Fer ſoon, too ſcon, it will be night. 

Arile my love, and come away. 


S Damon on a ſummer's day, 
Beneath a ſhade began his lay, 
1he waters murmuring patt along, 
Weli-pleas'd to hear their Damon's ſong : 
His theme was love, for Delia's charms 
Had won the ſhepherd to her arms. 
K 3 How 
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How bleſt am I, who only know 

The joys of love, that evei flow; 

Dear ſcenes of pleaſure now appear, 

And love is all a Damon's care: | 
tear then, ye war ling birds and groves, 
That Delia's kind, and Damon loves. 


Delia, as morn is true and fair ; 

Su cet as the roſe and violet are: 
(Cu hearts in mutual bliſs ſhall live, 
No more Ous beauteous nature give) 
And every tres our paſſion teil, 


- That ſhephe:ids liv'd and lov'd fo well. 


— — — , 


INCE Tenny thinks mean her love todeny, 
And Peggy's uneaſy when Harry's not by, 
Pl own, without Uluſhing, were all tue world by, 
That Willy's the lad for me. "=> 


_ He brouglit me 2 wreath which his hands did 
compa ſe, 
Where the dale loving lily was turn'd with the 
roſe ; 
Young my rtle, in ſprings, did the border encloſe, 
And Willy's the lad for me, 


By 
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By the myrtle, he ſaid, is my paſſion expreſt, 

The roſe, like your lips, in vermillion is dreſt, 

And the lily for whiteheſs, would vie with your 
breaſt. 
And Willy's the lad for me. 


Theſe ribbands of mine his gift at the fair, 

My mother look'd croſs, and ſaid, Fanny, beware: 

But d'ye think | regard her? Not J, I declare, 
And Willy's the lad for me. 


Peneath a tall beech, and reclin'd on his crook, 

I ſaw my young ſhepherd ; how ſweet was his 
look ! 

He aſk'd for one kiſs, but a hundred he took, 
And Willy's the lad for me. 


I cry'd you're too rude—with affected diſdain, 
(For early in life we're inſtructed to feign) 


He made me no anſwer, but kiſs'd me again. 
And Willy's the lad for me. 


Then what can Ido? Inftrut me ye maids, 
When a lover ſo kindly, ſo warmly invades, 
| Whoſe filence as much as his language perſuades, 
And Willy's the lad for me. 


HEAR 
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EAR me ye nymphs and every ſwain, 
FIL te l how Peggy grieves me; 
Tho? thus J languiſh and complain, 
Alas the ne'er believes me: 
My vows and ſighs, like filent air, 
Unheeded never move her; 
At the bonny buſh aboon Traquair 
"Twas there I firſt did love her. 


That day ſhe ſmil'd and made me glad, 
No maid ſeem'd ever kinder; 
J though! myſelf the luc! ieſt lud, 
So ſweetly there to find her: 
I try'd to ſoothe my am'rous pain, 
| In words that I thought tender; 
If more there paſs d I'm nat to blame, 
I meant not fo offend her. 


Yet now ſhe ſcornful flies the plain,. 
The fie ds we then frequer.ted ;, 

If &er we meet ſhe ſhews diſdain, 
She looks as ne'er acquainted : 

The bonny buſh bloom'd fair in May, 
Its ſweets I'll ay remember; 

But now her frowns make it decay, 
It fades as in December, 


6 


Ye ruzal powers who hear my ſtrains, 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me? 
Oh ! make her partner in my pains, 
Then let her ſmiles relieve me: 
If not, my love will turn deſpair, 
My paſſion no more tender 
I'll leave the buſh aboon Traquair, 
Jo lonely wilds Fil wander, 


OR ever, fortune wilt thou prove 

An unrelenting foe to love? 
And when we meet a mutual heart, 
Come in between and bid us part; 
Bid us ſigh on from day to day, 
And wiſh, and wiſh the ſoul away, 
Till youth and genial years are flown 
End all the life of life is gone? 


But buſy, buſy, ſtill art thov, 

To bind the loveleſs, joyleſs vow 
The heart from pleaſure to delude, 
To join the gentle to the rude, 

For once, O fortune, hear my pray'r, 
And | abſolve thy future care; 

All other bleſſings I reſign, 

Make but the dear Amanda mine, 


MY 


1 


— —— — — 


Y dear and only love, I pray 
That little world of thee, 
Be govern'd by no other ſway, 

But pureit monarchy : 
For if confuſſion have a part, 

Which virtuous ſouls abhor, 

I' call a ſynod in my heart, 

And never love thee mote, 


As Alexander 1 will reign, 

And | will reign alone ; 

My thoughts did ever more diſdain 
A rival on my throne. 

He either fears his fate too much, 

Or his deſerts are ſmall, 

Who dare not put it to the touch, 

To gain or loſe it all. 


But I will reign, and govern ſtill, 
And always g:ve the law, 
And have each ſubject at my will, 
And all to ſtand in awe : 

But gainſt my batteries if I find 
Thou ſtorm and vex me ſore, 
As if thou ſet me for a blind, 

IIl never love thee more. 


And 
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Aud in the empire of thy heart, 
Where 1 mould ſolely be, 


If others do pretend a part, 
Or dare to ſhare with me : 
Or committees if thou erect, 
Or go on ſuch a ſcore, 
I'll ſmiling mock at thy neglect, 
And never love thee more. 


But if no faithleſs action tain 
Thy love and conſtant word, 
P11 make thee famous by my pen, 
And glorious by my ſword. 
I'll ſerve thee in ſuch noble ways, 
As ne'er was known before ; 
III deck and crown thy head with bays, 
And love thee more and more. 


— 


— — 
EH OLD the ſweet flowers around, 


And all the gay beauties they wear, 


Yet none on the plain can be found 
So lovely as Celia is fair. 


Ye warblers come raiſe your ſweet throats, . 
No longer in ſilence remain, 

O! lend a fond lover your notes 
To ſoften my Celia's diſdain. 
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Oft times in yon flow'ry vale, 
Ibreathe my complaints in a ſony ; 
Fair Flora attends the ſoft tale, 
And ſweetens the borders along : 


But Celia, whoſe breath might perfume 
The boſom of Flora in May, 
Still frowning, pronounces my doom, 
Regardlefs of all 1 can ſay. 


— — — — 


ELL me, Dorinda, why ſo gay 
With ſuch embroad'ry, fringe, and Jace ? 
Can gaudy dreiſes find a way 
To ſtop the approaches of decay, 
And mend a ruin'd face ? 4 


Wilt thou ſtill ſparkle in the box, 
And ogle in the ring ? 
Canſt thou forget thy age and pox ? 
Can all that ſhines on ſhells and rocks 
Make the a fine young thing ? 


So have I ſeen in larder dark, 
Of veal a lucid loin, 
Replete with many a brilliant ſpark, 


As wiſe philoſophers remark, 
At once both ſtink and ſhine. 


T dead of night, when wrapt in ſleep 
The peaceful cottage lay, 
Paſtora left her folded ſheep, 
Her garland, crook, and uſeleſs ſcrip, 
Love led the nymph aſtray. 


Looſe, and undreſs'd, ſhe takes her flight 
o a near myrtle ſhade : 
'The conſcious moon gave all her light, 
To bleſs the raviſh'd lover's ſight, 
and guide the charming maid. 


His eager arms the nymph embrace, 
And to aſſuage his pain, 

His reſtleſs paſſion he obeys : 

At ſuch an hour, in ſuch a place, 
What lover cou'd contain? 


In vain ſhe call'd the conſcious moon, 
The moon no ſuccour gave ; 

The cruel ſtars unmov'd look'd on, 

And ſeem'd to ſmile at what was done, 
Nor would her honour ſave. 


Vanquiſh'd at laſt by powerful love 
The nymph expiring lay ; 

No more ſhe tigh'd, no more ſhe ſtrove, 

Since no kind ſtars were found above, 


She bluſh'd, and dy'd away: 
L 


Yet 
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Vet praisd the grove, her ſecret flight, 
And youth that did betray ; 
And janting, dying with delight, 
She bleſs'd the kind tranſporting night, 
And curs'd th' approaching day. 


— — — — — 


Pe ſend me back my heart, | 


Since I cannot have thine ; 


For if from yours you will not part, - 
Why then ſhould you keep mine? 


Yet now I think on't, let it lie, 
To ſend it me were vain ; 

For thou'ſt a thief in either eye 

Will ſteal it back again. 


— — 


— 


AY Florimel of noble birth, 
The moſt engaging fair on earth, 
Fo pleaſe a blythe gallant, 
Has much of wit, and much of worth, 
And much of tongue to ſet it forth, 
But then the has an aunt. 


How oft, alas! in vain I've try'd 
To tempt her from her guardian's fide, 
And trap her on love's hook 
She's like a litile wanton lamb, 
"That friſks about the careful dam, 
And ſhuns the ſhepherd's crook, 
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Like wretched Dives I am plac'd, 
To ſee the joys I cannot taſte, 
Of all my hopes bereav*n ; 
Her aunt' the diſmal gulph betwixt, 
By all the pow'rs of malice fixt, 
To cheat me of my heav'n. 


LEXIS ſhun'd his fellow ſwains, 
Their rural ſports and jocund ftrains ; 
| Heav'n guard us all from Cupid's bow 
He loſt his crook, he left his flocks, 
And, wand'ring thro' the lonely rocks, 
He nomith'd endleſs woe. 


The nymphs and ſhepherds icund him came, 
His grief ſome pity, others blame ; 
The fatal cauſe all kindly ſeck : 
He mingled his concern with theirs, 
He gave them back their friendly tears ; 
He figh'd, but could not ſpeak. 


Clorinda came among the reſt, 
And ſhe too kind concern expreſt, 
And afk'd the reaſon of his woe: 
She aſk'd, but with an air and mein 
That made it eaſily forſeen, 
She fear'd too much too know. 
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The ſhepherd rais'd his mournful head, 
And will you pardon me, he ſaid, 

While I the cruel truth reveal ? 
Which nothing from my breaſt ſhould tear, 
Which never ſhould offend your ear, 

But that you bid me tell. 


Tis thus I rove, *tis thus complain, 
Since you appear'd upon the plain; 
You are the cauſe of all my care : 
Your eyes ten thouſand dangers dart, 
Ter thouſand torments vex my heart ; 
] love, and I deſpair. 


Too much Alexis I have heard; 

Tis what I thought, tis what I fear'd ; 
And vet | pardon you, ſhe cry'd : 

But you thall promiſe ne'er again 

10 breathe your vows, or ſpeak your pain. 
He bow d, obey'd, and dy'd. 


— 


— —B — 


- 


Y dear miſtreſs has a heart, 


When with love's reſiſtleſs art, 
And her eyes ſhe did enſlave me; 
But her conſtancy's ſo weak, 
She's ſo wild and apt to wander, 
That m jealous heart would break, 
Shou'd we live oue day aſunder. 


Melting 


Soft as thoſe kind looks ſhe gave me, 
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Melting joys about her move, 
Killing pleaſures, wounding bliſſes; 
She can dreſs her eyes in love, 
And her lips can arm with Kkiſſes: 
Angels liſten when ſhe ſpeaks; 
She's my delight, all mankind's wonder; 
But my jealous heart would break, 
Should we live one day aſunder. 


ECLARE my pretty maid, 
D Muſt my fond ſuit miſcarry ? 
Wun you VII toy, PI Kits and play, 
But hang me if I marry. 


Then ſpeak your mind at once, 


Nor let me longer tarry ; 
With you “Il toy, I'Il kiſs and play, 
But hang me if 1 marry. 


Tho' charms and wit aſſail, 
The ſtroke I well can parry ; 
I love to kiſs, and toy and play, 
But do not chuſe to marry. 


Young Molly of the dale 
Makes à meer ſlave of Harry; 
Becauſe when they had toy'd and kiſs'd, 
The fooliſh ſwain would marry» 
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Theſe fix'd reſolves, my dear, 
I to the grave will carry : 

With you I'll toy, I'll Kits and play, 
But hang me if I marry, 


— 


EASE, fond mortals, ceaſe to move 

With idle pray'rs the court above ; 

The pow'rs themſelves will always grant 
Ev'ry thing they know you want. 


Never with for time to come, 

Never dread impending doom : 

Live, live the preſent hour ; but know, 
Length of time is length of woe. 


Pleaſures cannot alway laſt ; 
Age comes on with trembling haſte 
And damps the gay, the ſweets repaſt. 


ATURE for defence affords 
Fins to fiſh, and wings to birds, 

Hoofs to horſes, claws to bears, 

Swiſtneſs to the fearful hares, 


Man's endow'd with art and ſenſe ; 
What has woman for defence? 
Beauty is her ſhield and arms; 
Womens weapons are their chaxms- 
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Beauty's power makes us feel 
Deeper wounds then thoſe of fteel ; 
Strength and wit before it fall, 
Beauty triumphs over all. 


LL attendants apart, 
1 examin'd my heart, 
Laſt night, when I laid me to reft; 
And methinks l'm inclin'd 
To a change of my mind, 
For you know ſecond thoughts are the beft. 


To retire from the crowd, 
And to make ourſelves good 
By avoiding of ev'ry temptation, 
Is in truth to reveal, 
What we'd better conceal 
That our paſſions want ſome regulation. 


It would much more redound 
To our praiſe, to be found 
(In a world ſo abounding with evil) 
Unſpotted and pure, 
Tho? not ſo demure, 
And to wage open war with the devil. 
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N vain, dear Chloe, you ſuggeſt 
That I, inconſtant, have poſſeſt 
Or lov'd a fairer ſhe: : 
Wou'd vou, with eaſe, at once be cur'd 
Of all the ills you've long endur'd, 
Conſult your glaſs and me. 


If then you think that I can find - 

A nymph more fair, or one more kind, 
You've reaſon for your fears ; 

But if impartial you will prove 

To your own teauty and my love, 
How needleſs are your tears ! 


If in my way I ſhould, by chance, 
Give or receive a wanton glance, 
I like but while I view: 
How ilight the glance, how faint the kiſs, 
Compar'd to that ſubſtantial bliſs, 
Which I receive from you! 


With wanton flight the curious bee 

From flow'r to flow'r ſtill wander: free, 
And where each bloſſom blows, 

Extracts the juice of all he meets; 

But for his quinteſſence of ſweets 

He raviſhes the roſe, 


Ea 


Th 


Pex ( 129 } 
So I, my fancy to employ 
In each variety of joy, 
From nymph to nymph do roam, 
Perhaps ſee fifty in a day; 
They're all but viſits which I pay, 
For Chloe's ſtill my home. 


bt. — 


— —„— 


HY ſhould a heart ſo tender break? 
Oh ! Myra, give its anguiſh eaſe : 
The uſe of beauty you miſtake, 
Not meant to vex but pleaſe. 


Thoſe lips for ſmiling were deſign d, 
And that ſoft boſom to be preſs'd, 
our eye to languiſh and look kind, 
For am'rous arms your waiſt. 


Each thing has its appointed right, 
Eſtabliſſi'd by the powrs above; 
The ſun and ſtars give warmth and light, 


The heav'ns diſtribute love. 


— 


HEN morn her ſweets ſhall firſt unfold;. 


And paint the fleecy clouds with gold, 


On tufted green, on! let me play, 
And eden up the jocund day, 


Wak'd 
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Wak'd by the gentle voice of love, 
Ariſe, my fair, ariſe, and prove 
The dear delights fond lovers know, 
Ihe beſt of bleſſings here below. 


To ſome clear river's verdant ſide 

Do thou my happy footſteps guide; 

In concert with the pnrling ſiream 

We'll ting, and love ſhall be the theme: 
Feernigiit aſſumes her gloomy reign, 
When ſhadows lengthen o'ver the plain, 
We'll to yon myrtle grove repair, 

For peace and plcaſure waits us there. 


The laughing God there keeps his court, 


And little loves inceſſant ſport ; 
Around the winning graces wait, 

And calm contentment guards the ſeat: 
There loſt in extaſies of joy, 


While tend'reſt ſcenes our thou ;hts employ, 


We'll blefs the hour our love begun, 
The happy mume:.t made us one. 


* 
RINK to me only with thine eyes, 
And I will pledge with mine; 
Or leave a kiſs but in the cup, 
And I'll not look for wine. 


WP new 


= 


The thirſt which in my foul does riſe, 
Does aſk a drink divine; 

zut might I of Jove's near ſip, 
I wou'd not change for thine, 
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| ſent thee late a roſy wreath, 
Not ſo much honouring thee 3 

And giving it a hope that there, 
It cou d not wither'd be. 

But thou thereon didſt only breathe, 
And ſent it back to me; 

vince when it looks and ſmells, I ſwear 
Not of itſelf, but thee. 


— — 
— — 


F beauty's bloom beſpeat the mind, 
As fair by nature's hand deſign'd; 

What, as an angel's form we ſee, 

Our flatt'ring wiſhes hope in thee ! 


But, ah! when knowing ev'ry grace, 
We ſcorn the mind, yet love the face, 
By fits the ſmoth'ring paſſion burns, 
And love and folly move by turns. 


As thus with raviſh'd eyes we g 
ith raptures glow, and burk to)praiſe ; 
You ſpeak,---the pleaſing viſion flies, 


Ve think, we pity, and deſpiſe. 
The 
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Y various charms the god of love, 
To chain my heart had often ſtrove, 
But vainly boaſting to be free, 
I Kill preſerv'd my liberty. 


Piqu'd at a heart fo vain, ſo proud, 
Revenge the little godhead vow'd; 
And now determin'd on the prize, 
He ſhot a dart from Celia's eyes. 


The arrow piercing deep its war, 
Soon made my ſtubborn heart obey ; 
And tamely yield to love's command, 
For who ſuch beauty can withſtand ? 
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| HEN iſicles hung on the wall, 

And Dick the ſhepherd blows his nails, 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 

And milk comes frozen home in pails ; 

When blood is nipt, and Ways be foul, 
Then nightly fings the ſtaring owl, 
To-whit, to whoo, a merry note, 
While greaſy Joan doth keel the pot. 


When all aloud the wind doth blow, 
And coughing drowns the parſon's ſaw, 


And birds fit brooding in the ſnow, 


And Marian's noſe looks red and raw; 


Then 
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Then roaſted crabs hiſs in the bowl, 


And nightly fiags the ſtaring owl, 
To-whit, to whoo, a merry note, 
While greaſy Joan doth keel the pot, 


— — . — 


He. WH I, with many a pleaſing kiſs, 
My Flora's boſom preſt; 
So long | liv'd in perfect bliſs, 
No monarch half ſo bleſt. 


She, While vou your love to m2 confin'd, 
Nor lov'd another more; 

Till you to Chloe was more kind, 
I ne'er knew grief before. 


He. Now Chloe with her voice and lyre 
Has made my heart her ſlave ; 

For whom I'd ſuffer ſword or fire, 
Her precious life to ſave. 


§be For lovely Collin now l ſigh, | 
And mutual love receive; 2" 
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For whom 1'd ſuffer twice to die, 


Provided he could live. 


He. But ſhould our former love return, 
And bring a ſtronger chain 
Should I for Chloe ceaſe to burn, 
And ſeek my dear again, 
| M 


ws 
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She. Altho' he's brighter than the ſun, 


And you unconſtant ly; 
Life's courſe with thee 1'd freely run, 
With thee I'd live and die. 


— — —— — 


ONSIDER, dear daughter, what tis to be rich, 
Nor ſpurn thus unwiſe at the bleſſing; 
The views of being wealthy moſt women bewitch, 
Such huſbands are ſure worth poſſeſſing. 


You tell me he's filly, I ſay he has pence ; 
His acres are boundleſs, his treaſures immenſe ; 
A coach and fix horſes is beauty and ſenſe ; 


Then prithee no longer reſuſe him. 


— 


—ͤ— 


HERE lives a laſs upon the green, 
Cou'd I her picture draw, 
A brighter nymph was never ſeen; 
She looks and lives a little queen, 
And keeps the ſwains in awe. 


Her eyes are Cupid's darts and wings, 
Her eye-brows are his bow, 

Her filken hair the ſilver ſtrings, 

Which ſwift and ſure deſtruction brings 
To all the vile below. 
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If Paſtorella's dawning light 
Can warm and wound us too, 
Her noon mult ſhine ſo piercing bright 
Each glancing beam will kill out-right, 
And ev'ry ſwain ſubdue. 


. 


T* Jenny's my friend, my delight and my 
pride, 

I always have boaſted, and eek not to hide ; 

1 dwell on her praiſes where ever I go, 

They ſay I'm in love, but I anſwer no, no. 


At evening oft times with what pleaſure I ſee 


A note from her hand, I'll be with you at tea; 
My heart how it bounds when I hear her below; 


But ſay not its love, for 1 anſwer, no, no. 


She ſings me a ſong, and I echo its ſtrain 
Again, I cry, Jenny, ſweet Jenny again; 

I kiſs her ſweet lips, as if there I could grow; 
But ſay not its love, for I anſwer, no, no. 


She tells me her faults as ſhe ſits on my knee; 


I chide her, ard ſwear ſhe's an angel to me; 
My ſhoulder the taps, and till bids me think fo : 
Who knows but ſhe loves, tho” ſhe anſwers no, no. 


From beauty and wit and good humour how 1, 
Shou'd prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly: - 
Thy bounty, O fortune, make hafte to beſtow, 


And let me delerve her, or ſtill 1'l1 ſay no. 
M 2 HONEST 
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ONEST lover, whoſoever, 
If in all thy love there ever 


Was one thought to make thy flame 


Net ſtill even, ſtill the ſame ; 
x new this, thou lov'ſt amiſs, 
And, to love true, 


Thou muſt begin again, and love anew. - 


If, when ſhe firſt appears i'th' room, | 
Thou doſt not quake, and art ſtruck dumb, 
Z und in ſtriving this to cover, 

Doſt not ſpeak thy words twice over. 


if fondly thou doſt not miſtake, 

And all defects for graces take; 
Ferſuad'ſt thyſelf that jeſts are broken, 
When ſhe has little or nought ſpoken, 


If thou appear'ſt to be within, 


And doſt not make men aſk again; 
And when thou anſwer'ſt, if it be 
To what was aik'd thee, properly. 


If when thy ſtomach calls to eat, 

Thou cutt'ſt not fingers 'ftead of meat; 
And, with much gazing on her face, 
Loſt not riſe hungry from the place. 


If 
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If by this thou doſt diſcover 
That thou art no perfett lover, 
And, detiring to love true, 
Doſt not begin to love anew. 


N tree-top'd hill or turfted green, 
While yet Aurora's veſt is ſeen : 
Betore the ſun has left the ſea, 


Let the freſh morning breathe on me. 


To furze-blown heath or paſture mead, 
Do thou my happy footſteps lead; 
Then ſhew me to the pleaſing ſtream, 
Of which at night ſo oft I dream, 


At noon the mazy wood I'll tread, 

With autumn leaves and dry moſs ſpread, 
And cooling fruits for thee prepate; 
For ſure I think thou wilt be there. 


'Till birds begin their evening ſong, 
With thee the time ſeems never long; 
O let us ſpeak our love that's paſt, 
And count how long it has to laſt. 


I'll fay eternally, and thou 

Shalt only look as Kind as now; 

I aſk no more, for that affords, 
What is not in the force of words: 


MORTALS 
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ORTALS wiſely learn to meaſure 
Life by the extent of joy: 
Life is ſhort and fleeting pleaſure, 
Then be gay 
While you may, 
And your hours in mirth employ. 


Never let a miſtreſs pain you, 
Tho' ſhe meets you with diſdain ; 
Fly to wine; »twill 8 you, 
Cheer the 
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In a ſweet oblivion drow n. 


If love's fiercer 3 ſhould ſeize thee, 
To ſome gentle maid repair; 
She'll with foft endearments eaſe thee, 
On her breaſt, 
Lul'd to reſt, 
Eas'd of love and free form care. 


Friendſhip, wine and love united, 
From all ills defend the mind ; 
By them guarded and delighted, 
| Happpy ſtate, 
Smile at fate, 
And leave ſorrows to the wind, 
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S Chloe on flowers reclin'd o'er the ſtream, 
She ſigh'd to the breeze, and made Collin 
her theme; 
Tho' pleaſant the ſtream, and tho? cooling the 
breeze, 
And the flowers tho* fragrant, ſhe panted for 
caſe. 


The ftream it was fickle and haſted away, 

It kiſs'd the ſweet banks, but no longer would ſtay ; 
Tho? beauteous inconſtant, and faithleſs tho' fair; 
Ah! Collin, look in, and behold thyſelf there. 


The breeze that ſo ſweet on her boſom did play, 
Now roſe to a tempeſt, and darken'd the day; 
As ſoft as the breeze, and as loud as the wing, 
Such Collin when angry, and Collin when kind. 


The flowers, when gather'd ſo beauteous and ſweet, 
Now fade on her boſom, and die at her feet ; 
As fair in their bloom, and as foul in. decay, 
Such Collin when preſent, and Collin away, 


In rage and deſpair from the ground ſhe aroſe, 
And from her the flowers ſo faded ſhe throws; 
She weeps in the ſtream, and ſhe ſighs to the wind, 
And reſolves to drive Collin quite out of her 
mind, | 
But 
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But what her reſolves when her Collin appear'd ? 
The ftream it ſtood till, and no tempeſt was 
heard; 1 
The flowers recovered their beautiful hue, 
She found he was Kind, and belicv'd he was true. 


H ! lovely maid, how dear's thy power ! 
At once | love, at once adore ; 
With wonder are my thoughts poſleſt, 
While ſofteſt love in pires my breaſt, 


Yes, charming victor, Jam thine, 
Poor as it is, this heart of mine, 
Was never in ancther's pow'r, 
Was never pierc'd by love before. 


In thee I've treaſur'd up my joy; 

Thou canſt give bliſs, or bliſs deſtroy ; 

And thus I've bound myſelf to love, 
While bliſs or miſery can move. 


O ſhould 1 ne'er poſſeſs thy clrarms, 
Ne'er meet my comfort in thy arms; 
Were hopes of dear enjoyment gone, 
Still would I love, love thee alone. 


But like ſome diſcontented ſhade, 
That wanders where its bodv's laid, 
Mournful I'd roam, with hollow glare, 
For ever exil'd from the fair. 


F Phillis denies me relief, 
If ſhe's angry, VII ſeek it in wine; 
Tho? ſhe laughs at my amorous grief, 
At my mirth why thould ſhe repine ? 


The ſparkling Champaign ſhall remove 
All the cares my cull griet has in ſtore : 


My reaſon 1 laſt when 1 lov'd, 
And by drinking what can I do more ? 


Wou'd Phillis but pity my pain, 

Or my am aus vows wou'd approve, 
The juice of thTgrape I'd diſdain, 

And be drunk with nothing but love. 


N vain, Miranda, you complain, 
And charge the guiltieſs boy in vain, 
Who ne'er has prov'd untrue : 
Thou ſweeteſt iniage thought can find, 
Thou beſt idea-of my mind, 
My ſoul is fill'd with you. 


Let but thoſe eyes benignly bright, 

That look the language of delight, 
1his ſpacious globe review: 

If they can ſpy an equal fair, 

Be jealous then, and I'll take care 
You ſhall have reaſon too. 
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—— — 


Henc'er I mect my Celia's eyes, 
Sy cet raptures in my. boſom riſe, 
My feet forget to move; 
She too declines her lovely head, 
Soft bluihes o er he cheeks are ſpread : 
Sure this is mutual love ! 


My beating heart is wrapt in bliſs, 

Whence'er I ſteal a tender kiſs 
Beneath the ſilent grove; 

She ſtrives to frown, and puts me by, 

Yet anger dwells not in her eye : 
Sure this is mutual love ! 


And once, oh ! once, the deareſt maid 
on her breaſt my head was laid, 
Some fecret impulſe drove; 
Me, me, her gentle arms careſs'd, ; 
And to her boſom cloſely preſs'd: 
Sure this was mutual love ! 


Tranſported with her blooming charms, 
A ſoft defiie my boſoin warms 
Forvidden joys to prove: 
Trembling for fear ſhe ſhould comply 
She from my arms prepares to fly, 
Tho' warm with mutual love. 


1 wr Oh! 
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Oh ! ſtay, I cry,d—let Hymen's bands 
This moment join Our willing hands, 
And all thy tears remove ; 
She bluth'd conſent, her fears ſuppreſs'd, 
And now we live ſupremely bleis'd, 
A life of mutual love. 


8 


— — 


WEET tyrant love ! but hear me now, 
And cure, while young, the pleating ſmart 
Or rather aid my trembling vow, 
And teach me to reveal my heart, 


Tell her, whoſe goodneſs is my bane, 
Whoſe looks have ſmil'd my peace away, 

Oh ! whiſper how ſhe gives me pain 
While, undefigning, frank and gay. 


"Tis not for common charms I ſigh, 
Nor what the vulgar beauty call; 
Tis not a lip, a cheek, an eye, 
But 'tis the ſoul that lights them all. 


For that I drop this tender tear; 
For that I breathe this artleſs moan ; 
Oh! whiſper love into her ear, 


And make the baihful lover known. 7 
: 


— 


— 


OW happy's the lover whoſe cares are ne 
more; 
Who bids an adieu to all ſorrow ! 


My 


(--144 ) 
My griefs are all huſh'd, and my torments are o'er 
For 1 thall be h. appy to-morrow. 


Each flow'ret of ſpring that enamels the ground 
From you ev'ry charm ſeems no borrow ; 

Then who will fo bleſt or ſo happy be found, 
As I with my Daphne to-morrow. 


I never am happy but when in your ficht ; 

Your ſmiles are the cure of all ſorrow : 
Remember, dear Daphne, your promiſe to-night, 
And I ſhall be happy to morrow, 


WAINS I ſcorn, who, nice and fait, 
Shiver at the morning air : 
Briſk and hardy, b Id and free, 
Be the man that's made for me. 


Slaves to faſhion, ſlaves to dreſs, 
Fops alone themſelves careſs ; 
Let them without rival be, 
They are not the men for me. 


He whoſe nerv-us arm can dart 

The javelin to the tiger's heart ; 

From a'l ſenſe of danger free ; 

He's the man that's made for made. e. 


While his ſpeed ovtft-ips the wind, 
Looſly wave his locks behind; 


From 
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From fantaſtic foppery free, 
He's the man that's made for me. 


Nor ſimpering ſmile, nor dimpled ſleek, 
Spotl his manly ſun-burnt- check; 

By weather let him painted be, 

He's the man that's made for me. 


If falſe, he proves, my javelin can 
Revenge the perjury of man ; 

And ſoon another, brave as he, 
Shall be found the man for me. 


——— * 


HE bird that from the lime: tu ig flies, 
With caution, ſhuns the ſchool-boy's tricks; 
But we, who would be thought more wiſe, 
Can't ſhun the lime twigs of our ſex. 
The female kind our hearts enſnare, 
*Tis grown a ſcience to trapan 3 
The ſtudy'd look, the faſhion'd air, 
Oh, ſhame ! can conquer god-like man. 


To ſooth the feeling ſocial breaſt. 

And calm the noiſy world's alarms ; 
To welcome rapture, peace and teſt, 

With beauty's ſoft endearing charms ; 
By native pow'r of face and mind, 

To be at once both bleſs'd and bleſs ; 
For this the gods the fair defign'd ! 

And not to patch, to paint and dreſs, 


N Whey 
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When nature, kind, exerts her ſkill, 
And frames a heav'nly face and mein, 
How vain to contradict her will ! 

Ah, let the angel till be ſeen ! 
Such beauty needs no mortal aid, 

But ever brightens in the good 
Believe me, nature never made 


2 gay coquette or formal prude. 


The glare of tinſel vanity, 
The mental eye may chance approve ; 
But ſenſe, and heav'n-born modeity 
- Muft win the ſoul, the ſeat of love: 
The blooming maid whom theſe adorn, 
With pity views her ſex's folly ; 
And radiant as the rays of morn, 


Theſe virtues thine in thee, O Molly! 


F all the flow'rs that deck the field, 
in ſpring's enlivining verdure ſet ; 
Not oe iuch fragraiicy does yield, 
None halt ſo ſweet as lovely Bett. 


The men with rapture view the laſs, 
ihe women eye ner Charms and fret, 
{11 vainly viking to ſurpaſs, ' 
Ad falling ihort of lovely Bett. 
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Sol ſnakes the reins and whips his nags, 
To fit with Thetis tete a tete, 

Yet knows no joys what e'er he brags, 
Like mine when ſitting with my Bett. 


linerva's wit, and Venus charms, 
With chafte Diana's thought are met : 


VWou'd fortune give her to my arms, 
Death only ſhou'd part me and hett. 


—— — _— 


OR a thape, and an air, and a bloom and a 
mein, 3 
Myrtilla was Irighteſt of all the gay greea ; 
Tut artſuilv wild and affectedly coy, 
Thoſe her beauty invited, her pride would deſtroy. 


By the flocks as ſhe flray'd, with the nymphs of 
the vale, © 

Not a ſhepherd but wo'd her to hear his ſoft tale ; 

Tho' fatal tie paſſion, ſhe laught at the ſwain, 

And return'd with neglect what ſhe heard with 
diſdain. 


t beauty has wings and too haſtily flies, 

« Iove_unrewarded ſoon fickens and dies 

e nymph, cur'd by time of her ſolly and pride, 
ow fighs in her turn ſor the bliſs the deny'd. 


No longer ſhe frolics it wide oer the plain, 


To kill with her coyneſs the langyithing ſwain : 
N 2 80 


1 


So humble her heart is » ſo ſoftewd her mind, 
1 hat, tho* courted by none, ſhe to all would be 


kind, 


CI were once the joys I taſted, 
x) All was. jollity and love, 
Time methought too nimbly haſted, 

Which on pleaſure's wings did move: 
Chloe's heart was all my treaſure, 

Never was a richer ſwain : 
Chloe doubled ev'ry pleaſure, 

Chloe baniſh'd every pain. 


Fut the envious gods repining, 
| So much bliſs on earth to fee, 
All :ieir bitt'reſt curſes joining, 
Daſh'd my cup with jealouſy ; 
Now where erſt my pipe reſounded, 
| Steals the ſigh and heart-felt groan ; 
Love, by doubts and fears ſurrounded, 
III difpate a tott'r.ng throne. 


| Fool, that ever art purſuing, 

What conceal'd is always beſt; 
Jealouſy, . love's child and ruin, 

Leave, oh leave, my tortur'd breat ! 


V' ith 


TS hy ( 149 ) 

With the flave thy pow'r confe ſſing, 
Thou to Venus mildy deal ; 
They who thun or 1light thy bleſſing, 

Should alone thy torments feel. 


— —— — 


MBITION never me ſeduc'd 
To ſoar on fortune's painted wing, 
Far humbler motives ſtrong induc'd, 
To haunt unvex'd the muſes ſpring. 


Some cot 1 wiſh for where ſweet peace, 
Mild o'er the ſoul her influence theds, © 

Where pleaſures flow with fond encreaſe, 
And ſport at caſe on roſy beds. 


Where ſylvan ſcenes the fancy raiſe, 
E xalt the foul, improve the lay; 
Where fanning Zepliyrs ſoothe the blaze, 
Of ſummer's fiercely-darting ray. 


The dimpl'd ſtream, the winding ſhade, 
The lawn in charming vendure dreſt; 
Th' aſpiring hill, the tufted glade. 
Soft themes ſhall pleaſng thoughts ſuggeſt. 


O happy paper, gently ſteal, 
And underneath her pillow lie; 
There, in ſoft dreams, my love reveal; 
That love which | muſt ſtill conceal ; 
And, wrapt in awful filence, die, 
N 3 Should 
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Should flames be "Wa: FF by hapleſs fate,” 
To atoms thou would'ſt quickly turn; 


My pains may bear a longer date, 
For ſhould 1 live, and ſhould ſhe hate, 


In endleſs torments 1 ſhould burn. 


Tell fair Aurelia ſhe has charms, 
Might, in a hermit, flir deſire: 
T' attain the heav'n that's in her arms, 
1d quit the world's alluring charms, 
And to a cell content retire, 


Of all that pleas'd my raviſh'd eye, 

Her beauty ſhould ſupply the place : 
Bold Raphael's ſtroaks, and Titian's die, 
Shou. 1d but in vain preſume to vie. 

With her inimitable face. 


No more I'd wiſh for Phoebus? rays, 
To gild the object of my fight: 
Much leſs, the taper's faintly blaze, 
Her eyes ſhould meaſure out my days, 
Ard when ſhe lept, it — be nighe. 


INDEX. 
Be 


IN D E X. 


ASS 


A. 
As ſoon hope for peace 1 
As pleaſing as ſhades 17 
A ſlave to the fair from my childhood I've been 38 
A court ing 1 went to my love 39 
Attend ye nymphs while I impart 44 
A taylor, good lord, in the time of vacation 51 
As tink'ring Tom the ſtreets his trade did cry 56 
As Celia in her garden ftray'd 68 
A dawn of hope my ſoul revives 95 
Awake, my love, with genial ray 106 
At ſetting day and riſing morn 107 
At Upton on tlie hill 109 
As Damon on a ſummer's day 113 
At dead of night when wrapt in ſleep 121 
Alexis ſhun'd his fellow ſwains „ 
All attendance apart 127 
As Chloe on flowers 139. 
Ambition never me ſeduc'd 149 
Before the urchin well could go _—_— 
By Chreeſht and St. Patrick 69 
Beneath the weight of hapleſs love 13 


By the gaily 
Bright Cynthia Power divinely great 
Behold the ſweet flowers around 
By various charms the god of love 

| — 
Come gentle god of ſoft repoſe 
Come, Lucinda, nymph divine 
Come hither ye languithing ſwains 
"Come dear Amanda quit the town 
Ceaſc, fond mortals, ceaſe to move 


Coniider, dear daughter 

We - D. 
Defend my heart ye virgin pow'rs 
Dear Collin prevent my warm bluſhes 


Dear madam, hen ladies are willing 


Deareſt Kitty, kind and fair 
Dear Chloe attend x 
Dear Chloe come give me ſweet kiſſes 
Declare my pretty maid : 
Drink to me only with «a eyes 
Forgive ye fair, nor t:ke it wrong, 
Fair's my Lucy as the day 
From flow r to flow'r his joy to change 
Fie! Liza, ſcorn thoſe little arts 
For ever, fortune, wilt thou prove 

ra ſhape and an air RE 
i G 


3 er, if you pleaſe you may 
Male, my Chloe's boſom grace 


* 


Ive me but a wiſe 1 expect not to find 


„ ww __ 


O wi w w 


Gay Florimel of noble birth 


Mortals wifely lean to meaſure 
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Go happy paper, , ſteal 


How hapleſs is the virgin's fate 
Happy's the love which meets return 
How bleſt has my time been 

How happy is the maid 

Happy the man whoſe wiſh and care 
Hear me ye nymphs and ev'ry ſwain 
Honeſt lover, whofoever 


How happ)'s the lover f 
I made love to Kate | 


If all that I love is her face 

In a ſmall pleaſant village 

If love's a ſweet paſſion 

In various ſhapes I've oft been known 
Is there a charm ye pow'rs atove 

I met young Damon Yother day 

In vain, dear Chloe, you ſuggeſt 

If beauty's bloom beſpeak the mind 
If Phillis denics me relief 

In vain, Miranda, you complain 


Man on creation 

My banks they are furniſh'd with bees 
My goddeſs, Lydia, heav'nly fair 
Muße pas power to me't the ſoul 

My dearand only love, I pray 

My dear miſtreſs has a heart 
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N. | 

Near ſome cool ſtream is 
Near the fide of a pond, at the foot of a hill 36 
No ſhepherd was like-Strephon gay 43 
Nor on beds of fading flowers 95 

Near a thick grove 98 
Nature for defence affords . 126 

O. 

Oh ! how could I venture — 
Of good Engliſh beer our ſongs let's raiſe 80 
Once I lov'd a charming creature 00 
On his face the vernal roſe | 73 
Of every ſweet that glads the ſpring 7c 
One ſummer's eve as Strephon rov'd "2 

On tree-top'd hill, or twfted green 4: 
Oh! lovely maid, how dear's thy pow't 140 
Of all the flow'rs that deck the field 145 


P. 
— ſend me back ay heart 122 


eg the bar bell 8 world 111 
_— N wilt thou wafte thy prime 9 
aſs in ber bloom 16 
43 old me yefterday 64 
ww phia, how the tinfur'd vale 66 
fo Fader of my ſoul 71 
Stele and Flavia cv'ry hour 79 
Since Jenny thinks mean her love to den 114 

Sy etz tyrant love, but hear me now 1 143 
Su ins, Iircin, ho, nice and fair 144 
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The morning freſh, the ſun in eaſt 


(83 
* 

Too plain dear youth thoſe tell-tale eyes 7 
The drum is unbrac'd ro 
The parent bird whoſe little neſt 16 
The man who ſecks to win the fair 22 
Tell me, laſſes, have ye ſeen 30 
The ſhepherd's plain life 31 

To make the wife kind, and to keep the houſe 
_ 40 


To make a man kind, il keep true to the bed 41 


Two ears at a time are too many for uſe 

-: There lately was a maiden fair 

© The feſtive board was met 
The ſun was ſunk beneath the hill | 
To Handel's pleaſing notes as Chloe ſung 
The new flown birds the ſhepherds fing 
To heal the ſmart a bee had made 

_ To curb the will with vain pretence 


Too late for redreſs and too ſoon for my eas 7 0 


The world, my dear Mira, is full of deceiß 
The wicked wits, as fancy hits 

Too long a giddy wandring youth 80 
The morning clouds were ting'd with gold 
The beau with his delicate womaniſh face gs 
Tell me, Dorinda, why ſo gay 120 
There lives a laſs upon the green 
That Jenny's my friend 

The bird that from the lime-twig flies 


— — —_ —— —ĩN — 


UE, op 
V. 
3 Vain is ev'ry fond endeavour 83 
pon Clarinda's panting breaſt 58 
2 N | 
1 Upon a ſummer's rent <lear -— 
* What ſhepherd or nypmh of the grove 6 
| Whene'er my Chloe l begin 12 
What beauteous ſcenes enchant my ſight I3 
What beauties does my nympl diicloſe 21 
Without affectation gay, vouthful and pretty 26 
> Whilſtl gaze on Chloe tcembling 46 
Were las poor as wretch can be 64 
- While Phillis is drinking 72 
Why will you my Paſſion reprove 94 
When the roſe is in bud _. 97 
When Chloe firſt young Collin ſaw 108 
What tho” the call me country laſs 110 
Why ſhould a heart ſo tender break 129 
When morn her ſweets ſhall firſt unfold ibid 
> When ificles hung on the wall 132 


ir with many a pleaſing ki 
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irie powers defend my hearhug \L: * 
Young am, and yet unſkilrd n | 
Ye ſwains that are courting a maid © 
| Yes, Phillis, We'll trip o'er the meads 
Fe belles and ye flirts 
© Yowng Damon would often frequent 
gowns Collin ſought = heart to win 


erben, ſpread your purple pinions 106. 
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